: OO 
1". +1 mae. The 
- +4 ud < 


, OS TT IO WES Ion hart I 


; 


% 


carre. © 


4 


_ aw 
\- 
.Q 
wad 


- 


H MN. 


" 


"B E 


AS 


Fa 


A 
= 
> 
—Q 


itten 


» 


Wr 


d,by M. Fleſher , for Facob 7; onſon , at 


INtC 


ne, 


C ery-la 


4 


by 


Cha 


4 


er 


% 


near Fleetftre 


oY 


the 7udge's-Head in 


Pr 


CHEST I ED 


OTIS EI oe Co EE I COS 


WO OE I RI Ie RW in OCT 


UN AN INI BI UE AI Pros 


CUE TRCIUUICCURET IETF AA SCEAKEATH ASE 


* 
d - 
wy 
FS. * OR I 
©. gs * A: "RERTEY a 
erat ortins: £6; arab ids: 


* 
. X ; 
ac: oe tte 8-4 / 


: © 
- f j TE. . ; , ; 
we 4 n Wage <td s + A LS Bra LON >, k *-2;"-+ ia OE: © Io » y d ee. Barb Aro 4 Po $:4ot * - 
" : 


PROLOGUE 
| Spoken by Mr. Smith. 
Now all the Whiggs and Tories of the Pit, 
KR ( Te furious Guelfs and Gibelines of Wit, 
Who for the Cauſe, and crimes of Forty one 
So furiomily maintain the Quarrel on. 7 2 


Our Author as you'll find it writ in ftor 'y, 

Ha hitherto been a moſt wickgd Tory ;, 

But nowto th? joy 0 th' Brethren be it ſpoken, | | 
Our Siſters vain miſtaking eyes are open ;, | | 
And wiſely valluing her dear CT ; | 
All powerfull Whig gs, converted 1s to you. 

"Twas long ſhe did maintain the Royal Cauſe, 

Argu"d, diſputed, rail'd with great applauſe 

Writ Madrigals and Dogerel on the times, 

And cm all with your fore-fathers crimes ; 

Nay confidently ſwore no plot was true, 

But that fo ſlyly carri?d on by\you. 

Rais'd horrid ſcandals on you, hellih ſtories, 

In Conventicles how you eat young Tories ; 

As Jew did heretofore eat Chri lan ſucklng ; 

And brought an Odium 07 your pious gutling : 

When this ts all malice it ſelf can Jay, 

You for the:good old Cauſe devoutly eat and pray : 
Though this one Text were able to convert ye, 

Ye needy tribe of ſcriblers to the Party ,, 

Tet there are more advantages than theſe, : 
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For write, invent, and make what Plots you pleaſe, 
The Wicked Party keeps your Witneſſes ;, 

Like frugal C uckeld- makers you beget 

Bratts that, ſecur'd, by others fires ſhall ſit. . 

Your Conventicling miracles out doe 

All that the Whore of Babylon &er knew : 

By wondrous art you make Rogues honeſt men, 

nd when you pleaſe transform 'em Rogues again. 

To day a Saint, if he but hang a Papiſt, - 
Peach a true Proteſtant, your Saint's turnd Atheiſt 
And dying Sacraments do o prevail, 


T ng ones though took in Lamb'sWook- Ale. 
W ak not then be for a Common-weal, | | wr 
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al, which for convenience can diſpence 
| V:th Plays, provided there's no wit nor ſenſe ;, 
I For Wit"s prophane, and Feſuitical, 
| #Hnd Plottings Popery, and the Devil and all. 
;  Iethen have fitted you with one to day, 
Tis writ a5 t were a recantation Play ;, 
Renouncing all that has pretence to witty, 
| | TP obleige the| Reverend Brumighams 0? th? City : 
Et No [mutty Seencs," no Jeſt s to move your Laughters, 
Wor Love that ſo debauches all your Daughters. 
Hut ſhowd the Toryes now, who will deſert me 
Hecauſe they find no dry bobs on your Party, 
K eſolve to pk as late did Popiſh Crew, 
Hiy Yea and, Nay, ſhee?l throw her ſelf on you, 
The grand\Inqueſt of Whiggs, to whom: ſhee*s true. 
Then let *emp rail and hiſs and damn their fill, 
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Tour Verdict will be Ignoramus #1. 


- Actors Names. 


Mr. $::th,, Don Carlos, Governour of Cadez, young and rich, in loye 
= with 7ul:a. ; 
Mr.31leſhire, Antonio, A Merchant, young and rich, Friend to Car- 
h | $121 los, in love with Clara, promis*d to Iſabella. 
| Mr. Nokes, Franciſco, Old and rich, Husband to Flia and Father to 
| 14/4 | Iſabella. 
Mr. Bri%ht, Baltazer, Father to 7ulia and Clara. 
Mr. Freeman, Sebaſtian, Father to Antonzo. 
Mr.Unacrhill G ULLMAN, Gentleman to Carlos. 
My. Lee,  Guiliom, A Chimney Sweeper ; the Falſe Count. 
Bile Twe overgrown Pages to the Falſe Count. | d 
Petro, Caſhicr to Antonro. 
Captain, Ot a Gally, 
i 2 Seamen, 
l | Lopez, Servant to Baltazer. 
| Several,” Diſguis'd like Trks. 
\; Sh Women. | 
Mrs. Davis, 7ulia, Wife to Franciſco; young and hanſom, i: 
| : love with Carlos. 
Mrs. Petty, ” Clara, Sliter to Fwlia, In love with Antonio.* 
Mrs. Coror, 1ſabella, Daughter to Franciſco; proud, vain and foo- 
| liſh, deſpiſing all men under the degree of 


| 4 Quality, and falls in love with Gwilsorr. 
Mrs. Osborn, Facintz, Womian to Fulia. | | 
| Dancers, Singers, &c,' - * Te. Fs 
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OR, A 
New way WMS | 
AN OLD GAME. . 


ACT IL 11 
SOENE: I: 7b Strobe. 


© Enter Carlos, Antonio, and Guzman. 1: 1 
Y all thats good, I'm mad; ſtark raving nad. to 
have a Woman young, rich, beautyfull , 
Juſt on the point of yeilding to my Love, 
Snatcht from - my Armes by ſuch a Beaſt as this; 
7 An Old ridiculous-Buffoon , paſt Pleaſure, 
Paſt Love, or any thing that: tends that way ; 

Ill-favour'd, ll-bregd, nd Ill-qualify'd, " 
With more Diſeaſes than a Hor: alt Service ; : SHA 
And onely bleſt with Fortune ad" my Julia - E 
For him, I ay, this Miſer, to obtain her , | ; 
Aﬀer my tedious nights'and dayes of Love, > [SY 
My kdas night Watchin , Quarells, Wounds and Danges ] ? 

My Perſon not un nſom too . 
"| 2a 'D,. "tas: drm wes 
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«4-4 The Falſe Coun, or. 


Ant. And old Franciſco, without the expence of an hours 
Courtſhip , A Billet Doux , or ſcarce a Sight of her, could gain 
her ina day; and yet 'tis wonder, your Fortune and.your Qua- 
lity, ſhould be refus'd by Don Baltazer, her Father. 

Car, A Pox upon't, I went the wrong way to work, and 
. courted the Daughter, but indeed my Father, the late Gover- 
nor of Cadez , whoſe Eſtate and Honour IT now enjoy, was 
then living 3 and, fearing he would not conſent to my Paſſion, 
I endeavor'd to keep it ſecret, ' though ſacred Vows had paſt be- 


tween us two. 
Arnto. Did ſhenot tell you of this Marriage with old Fraxciſco? 


Car. The night before, ſhe did'; but onely by a Letter from 


her window dropt 3 which when by the help of a dark Lantern, 
{ had ſtead, I was ſtruck dead with Grief. | gives hin the letter. 
Anto. reads.” Expe& to morrow night to hear I'm dead, ſence 
the next Sun will guide me to a fatal Marriage 
| with old Franciſco. Tour Julia. 
Ceb | Jules” dear Antonio, my Surpriſe and Grief; 
A while Iſtood unmov'd, thoughtleks, and filent, 
But ſoon rage wak'd me to new Life again ; 
But what I faid and did, I leave to raging Lovets, 
Like oiſappointed me, to gum and judge 3 
She heard — and onely anſ{wer'd me'1n tears, 
Nor could I beg one tender word from her, 
She fi ipht, and ſhut the window too, and vaniſht. 
Ant. And ſhe accordingly next day was married. 


Cat. She was, —and I have fince endeavor'd all the Arts and 


Ways I can, to Cuckold him ; 'tis now two months fince the 


Wedding, and [ hear he keeps her as cloſe as a Relic, jealous as- : 


Ape and Impotence can make him.——She hitherto has been ab- 
ſent at $5077, but ExpeCtation of her Daughter-in-law's Wedding 
with/you has'brought 'em hither, and, I ask your Pardon; 
Antonio, tor rallying. your F ather-in-law that ſhall be, old 
Va r atbiſew. 

5 @ [ hope you are miſtaken, Sir. 

Car. How, Are not you to marry his Daughter belle 

Anto.. Nor, if I can help it, Sir, —the Honour you have done 
me 10 your friendſhip to me, a Perfon ſo much above me 1n Title 
and Birth, makes me think it my Duty to conceal po part of my 


Heart to you, —— Know then -this TO daughter to old 
| Franciſco, 
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Franciſco, and your Cuckold that ſhall be, I hope, is, though fair 
moſt ridiculouſly- proud , vain and fantaſticall; as all of her 
Birth and Educgtion, grown Rich; are; - 

Car. Prethee;, What was her Birth £ 

Anto. Why, her Father, old Franciſco, was in his youth an 
Exgliſh Cordwinder, that is to ſay , a Shoo-maker , Which he 
improv'd in time to a Merchant, and, the Devil and his Kna- 
very helping him to a conſiderable Eſtate, he ſet up for 
Gentleman ; and being naturally a ſtingey, hide bound Raſcal], 
and in the Humour of jealouſie even out-doing the moſt rigid of 
us Spaniards, he came over into Spar, to ſettle with his whole 
Family, where, his Wife dying, to heighten the vice, marries this 
young Juliz, your Miſtreſs, Sir z—and now this Daughter of 
his having wholly forgot her originall Dunghil], ſetts up for a 
Vicountes at leaſt, though her father has deſign'd me the Blefling 3 
_ but 1 have fixt my Heart and Eyes Elſewhere, Clara, the young 
Siſter of your Miſtreſs Sir, commands my Liberty. 

Car. Clara, T've ſeen her, ſhe has Youth and Beauty capable to , 
make a conqueſt any where, —but, Does ſhe know your Love? 

Anto. She does; and makes me think my Love return'd. 

Car. Then know, Antonio, I muſt be your Rival. 

Anto. How, Sir! 

Car, You faid but now you were my Friend, Aztor7o, 

If true, you muſt aſlaſt in my defign, 

Anto. I liſten, Sir, impatiently. 

Car, Then thus 3 Before 1 knew ſhe was your Miſtreſs, I had. 
reſolv'd upon Adrefſſes to her, in order tot, have treated with 
her Father about a Marriage. we 

Anto. How !\and wou'd the falſe, forſworn, receive your Vows! 

Ger, No; but with Tears implores her Father dayly , when 
_ Eer he ſpeaks to her about my Paſſion ; nor can I undeceive her, 

' for indeed I have but Feign'd a Love, -( ſhe living in the fame 
houſe with Julia whilſt here at Cadez ) to get an opportunity 
with that dear,] charming Creature; for, coming as a Brother, 
ſure they'll admit me kindly 3 nor will Franciſco, who has heard 
of what has paſt 'twixt me and Jha, ſuſpet meany more. 

_ Anto. I knew I had a Rivall, Sir, which Clare lovd not; but 
© nere cou'd get it from her who he was, for fear of miſchief — 
I have'often the Liberty to ſee her, under the name and pretence 


of TabeBss Lover. ; | 
WI. | B 2 Car. 
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| - The Falſe Count, or, 

Car. | And1I Viſit her onely to get a ſight of Jzli2, which hi- 
therto has been impoſiible,. though I have oft indeavor'd it—T 
beg you'll not be jealous, for this, by Heav'n, is onely my De- 
aj: : | 
g7B: 111 truſt my. Life, my Honour and my Miſtreſs, in fo 
good hands at any time. ek ; | 

Car. You obliege me 5 but though T'find your Clara, cold and 
cruel, 1/2abe/a would invite me to her Love, And makes ſo many 
kind advances to me, — | | | 

Anto, So would ſhe for your Title were you def orm'd, and 
had no ſhape of man about you 3 but me, becauſe a little Citizen 
and Merchant—ſhe ſo reviles, Caljing me baſe Mechanick, Sawcy 
Fellow ; and wonders where I got the Impudence to ſpeak of 
Love to her, iz fine 1 am reſolved to be reveng'd. on all her 
Pride and Scorn ;, by Heav'n, I will invent ſome dire Revenge ; 
———I'm bent upon't, and will about it inſtantly. 

Car. — and would you do it home and hanſomly —and have 
a good occaſion of being diſingag'd from her, and rhake her ſelf 


the Inſtrument ? 


 Arto. Ay, ſuch a Plot were worth the Profecution. 

Car, And ſucha one I have in my head, Guzman, my ſervant, 
knows a Fellow here in Cadez, whom for his pleaſant humour [ 
have oft obſerv'd, as I have paſt the ſtreets, but too mean to be 
converſt with, by almoſt any humang thing, by Trade, a Chim- 
ney Sweeper. 

Anto. On, Sir, I beſeech you. | | 

Car, This Fellow's of a quick Wit and good Apprehenfion, 
though poſhbly he cannot a& the Don ſo well, yet that which 


makes up the beſt part of our young Gallants, noy a days, he ſhajl 


not want 3 that is, good Cloaths, Money, and an Equipage, — 
and a little Inſtruction wall ſerve turn. 

Anto. V'm raviſht with the Fancy ;-—— let me ſee he ſhall 
be an{Er-glifþ Loxd, or a French Count. 

Car, Either, we'll furniſh him with Bills on Seigniour Don 
Frantiſco, men and bagage, and the buſineſs is done—he 


ſhall "_ Love to her. 


Arnto. Moſt Excellent. T7 
Car. Guzmar, have you not obſerv'd this Fellow I am ſpeak- 
ing off ? - | UE: 


Gr. Obſerv'd him, Sir; Iknow him particulady, Tl fetch him 


> 
| & 


to 


to: you now, [Sir 3 he alwaies ſtands for new employment with 
the reſt of his Gang under Saint Fago's Church-wall. 

Car. Bring |him anon to my Lodgings , where we'll prepare 
him for the Adventure. | | 

Anto. And if the Proud 1/abe/2 bite not at fo gay a Bait, 111 
be bound to marry her. . | 

Car. And if ſhe do not, poſlibly that may be your Fate—- 
but, in return, you muſt let C/arz know the Deſign I have, and, 
undeceiving her opinion of my, Love, make her of our Party. 

Anto, Truſt my Friendſhip, Sir, and Management, I'll to her 
inſtantly,. that|is, make a Viſit to [/abe/a, and get an opportunity 
to ſpeak with Clara. | i LE, 

Car. AndImuſt write a Letter to J«/za; to undeceive her Fears 
too, cou'd I but get it to her. | 

G#z.. For that, let me alone—— {| Exeunt ſeverally bowing. 


SCENE II, A Chamter. 
_ Enter Julia and Jacinta. 


Jac. Lord, Madam, you are as melancholy as a fick Parrot. 

7ali. And can you blame me, "Jacinta, have I not many Reaſons 
to be fad; firſt, have I not loſt the onely man on carth in Don 
Carlos, that I cou'd love? and worſe than'that, am married to a 
Thing, fit onely for his Tombe 3 a Brute, who wanting ſenſe to 
Value me, treats me more like a Priſoner than a Wife, — and 
_ Pretence is, becauſe I ſhould not fee, nor hear from Don 

arlos. | bor oe 

Jac, Wou'd | were in your room, Madam, I'd cut him out 
- work enough 1'd warrant him; and if he durſt impoſe on me, 
1faith I'd transform both his Shape and his manners; in ſhort, 
I'd try what Waman-hood cou'd doe. And indeed, the revenge 
wou'd be ſo pleaſant, I wou'd not be without a jealous Husband 
for all the world, and really, Madam, Don Carlos is ſo (weet a 
Gentleman. | a | 

Jul. Ay, but the Sin, Jacinta! | 

Jac. A' my Conſcience Heav'n would forgive it, for this match 
. of yours, with old Fraxciſco, was never made there. 
 _ Fal. ThenifI wou'd, alas what/oportunities have I, fag Icon- 

fels fince his firſt Vows made him: mine. 

a Þ 3 
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6 | The Falſe Comnt, or, 


Jac, —right—that lying, with old Franciſco is flat Adultery-- 

74l.] I might, with ſome Excuſe, give my ſelf away to Carlos 
——but oh, he's falſe, he takes unjuftly all the Vows he paid me, 
And gives 'cm.to my, Siſter Clara now. EE 

Jac, Andeed, that's ſomething uncivil, Madan, if it be true. 

Jil. True! my Father has with joy conſented to it, and he 
has leave, to viſit her; and can I Live to ſee't? No, Miſchief 
will enſue, my Love's too high, too Nicely true to brook 
Afronts like that. 

Zac,, Yet you firſt broke with him. | 

Fal,] Not I, be witneſs heav'n with what reluQancy I forc't my 
nee heart 3 and can I ſee, that charming Body 1n my Siſters 
Armes!! that Mouth| that has fo oft ſworn love to me, kiſt by 
anothers Lips ! no, Jacinta, that night that gives him to another 
Woman, ſhall ſee him dead between the Charmers'Armes. My 
life I hate, and when | live no more for Carlos, I'll ceafe to 
be at all, it is reſolv'd. | | | | | 

Jac,| Faith, Madam, I hope to live to ſee a more Comicall end" 
of your Amours—— but ſee where your Amiable Spouſe comes 


with Don Baltazer your Father ! 
=: | . , 
Ezter Franciſco and Baltazer. 


Frar. $S0—you two are damnable Cloſe together, 'tis for 
no goodneſs I']] warrant, you have your trade betimes. 
Fae, Meaning me, Sir ?_ | : 
rar. Yes you, one of my Wives evil Counſellors, —go, get 
you up both to your reſpeQtive Chambers, go——-| Ex. both. 
Ba Barrjng your Complyments, good Son, give me leave to 
pea "= | | Eh ; | 
Frax. Shaw, 1 know as well as your ſelf what you wou'd fay 


now 3, you wou'd aſſure me I am Sole Maſter of your houſe, and 
may command 3 that you are heartily gladto ſee me at Cadez, 
and that you defire I wou'd reſolve upon a weeks ſtay, or fo; 
that you'll ſpare nothing for my entertainment, why I know 
allthis, and therefore pray take my word, good Father in-Law, 
without any more adoe. | | 


Bak WellSyr, pray anſwer me one Queſtion, What drew you 


to Cadez ? | : | | 
Fran. Why, I'll tell you in the firſt place, a Pox of all Lo- 
vers, I fay 3 for my Daughter{/abe#z is to be married, as you 
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know,. to Antonio, a young rich merchant of this Town ; inthe 
ſccond place, my Wife, with a Vengeance, mult be gading to vi- 
fit you and her fiſter, whoa we heard was alſo to be married 10 
the young Governor Don Carlos ; *tis ſhrewdly againſt my will, 
heavin knows, for my witts are in an uprore already about this 
buſineſs your Gallant5, Father, your young Gallant, 
I wiſh my Wife were ſecure at home again. 

Bal. Pray why ſo? | | | | | 

Fran. Alas, I ſee the Trick, Sir, a meer Trick put upon a man, 
a married man, anda married man to a hanſom young woman, — 
you Fprrenany me. | 

Bal. Not I, Sir. | | 

Fran. Not, you Sir ; why look ye; your young Governor 
who now 1s, made moſt deſperate love to her who is now my 
Wife, d'ye mind me ?— but you, being a man of an exa& Judg- 
ment, to her great grief, gave her to me, who beſt deſerv'd her, 
both for my civil Behaviour, and Comly Perſonage, d'ye un- 
derſtand me? but now this Carlos, by his Fathers death being 
made Governor, d'ye ſee? 1s to marry your other Daughter 
Clara, and to exaſperate me, wou'd never lect mc be at quiet till 
he had got both of us hither to Cadez, to Grace his Wedding ; a 
Pox of his Invitation, was I ſo civil to invite him to mine ? 

Bal. If this be your Aﬀiiction, you may avoyd it. 

Fran. No, no, I'll try to force Nature a little, and be Civil, or 
ſo, but as ſoon as the Ceremony's over, I'11 ſteal out of Town, 
whip a way, preſto, 1faith.* 

Bal. But ſh'ioud you do ſo rude a thing to your new Brother, 
your Wife wou'd think you were jealous of her. No, diſlemble 
that Fault, I beſeech you, 'twill make you odious to her and all 
the world, when *tis needleſs; 'tis naturall for women to hate 
what they fear. 

Fran, Say you ſo, then I will hide it as much as I can in 
words, I can difſemble too upon occaſion. 

| Bal. Let her remain awhile amongſt us. 

Fran, The DevH a bit ſhee ſhall, good Father mine; no, no, 
I have more years than you, Sir Father, and underſtand: what 
women are, eſpecially when marrred to ancient men, and have 
the Converſation of young men—— whoſe. Eyes like Bafilisks 
deſtroy Modeſty withlooking on 'em3 the very thought on't has 
raisd a Bump in my forehead already. 


Bat. 
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: "The Falſe Count, © or, 


Bal I am try you ſhou'd ſuſpe&my Daughter's Vertue. 

. Fran, May be youare, Sir, — but youth you know-—oppor- 
tunity——occalton——or- ſo— there are Winks, and Nods, 
and Signes, and Twires—and—well i in ſhort I am ſatisfi'd, and 


| they that are not may go whiſtle, and ſo I'll to my Wife, whom 


I have left too iong alone, evil thoughts will grow upon her 
"04 Mey Love Duckling— - [ Calls her. 


Enter Julia and Jacinta. 


Bh Wou'd I had never marryed her t to this Sott. 

-Jl. Your pleaſure, Sir. | 

Fran, Onely to'ſee thee, Love. 

Jul. 1 have a Sute to you. 

Fran, What 1ſt, my Chicken. 

J4/. I Wou'd go make a Viſit to my Aunt, my fiſter Clara's 
there, and I'll go tetch her home. 

Fran. Hum——perhaps the Governor's there too ? 

Jal. What if he be? we ought to make him a Viſit too who 
ſo kindly ſent for us to Cadez, | 

Fran, How ! Make a Viſit to the Governor ? What haveI to 
doe with the Governor, or what have you to doe with the 
Governor ? you are no Souldier, Love! as for a Viſit to your 
Aunt there's (ome reaſon in't, but for the Governor, think no 
more upon him, 1 ſay no more. 

Jul. Since he's tO manrey ny Siſter, why ſhou'd you refuſe him 
that Civility. 

Fran. Your Siſter, ſo ork the worſe. 

Jul. Somuch the worſe? 

Fran. T, ſo much the worſe, I tell you, for, mark me, you 
have been Lovers lately 3 and old ſtoryes may ariſe that are not 
yet forgotten 3 and haveing under the Cloak of a Husband both 
Siſters at command, one for a Wife, tother for a Miſtreſs, hoyte 
toyte, there will be mad work i 'faithz What a Mixture of Bro- 
ther! by the Fathers ſide, and Uncle by the Mothers fide there 
will bez Aunt by the Mothers fide, and Siſter by the fathers ſide; 
a man may find as good kindred amongſt a kenell of Beagles. 


— No, no, no Viſits to the Governor, I beſeech you, fair Madam. 
| Bal. So, you are at your jealouſic again. 
Fran. Come, come, I love plain dealing ; beſides, when ſhe 
Nam d the Governor, Fleſh and Blood could not contain. 
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* Jul. [ ſpoke 1n reference to his Quality. 

- Fran. A Pox of your Civility;z I tell you, I ſcorn my Wife 
ſhould be Civil. Why, what-a Coyle's here about a Governor ? 
111 ſtand to't, a man had better have a Mule to his ner than a 
Woman, and *twere eaſtlyer govern'd. 

Bal. But, hear reaſon, Son. 

Fran. W hat, from a Woman, and a Wife? Lord, Lord, where 
are your Witts, good Father-i-law 2 Why, what, aDevil, ſhall 
I be made ridiculous, a Coxcombe, Cuckold, to ſhow my Wife > 
No, no, there's no Neceflity of your Civility, Miſtreſs ; Leave - 
that to me who underſtand the| due PunRillio's of it. 

Bal. Harkey Son, harkey ! 

Fran. Father mine, every man to his buſineſs, I ſay, therefore 
ſay no more of this; For Il] give my Mother's Soul to the Devil, 
when any Wife of mine ever makes a Viſit to the Governot'; and 
there's an end on't. Was ever ſo horrid a Plot Contriv'd againſt 
her own Lawfull Husband ? Viſit the Governor, with a Pox. 

Bal, 'Tis an honour due to all men of his Rank. 

Fran. I care not for that, my opinion is, my Wife's my ſlave, 
and let him keep his Rank to himſelf. 


Fran. gets his Wife behind 
Exter Guzman. 3 


him,” and fences her with 
his Cloke. 


Ghz, He's here, and with his Wife z How ſhall I doe to de- 
liver my Letter to her? Sir, by the order of my Maſter, 
| DonCarlos, the Governor, I am commanded to come hither, to 
the end that, going from hence, and returning to' my Maſter, 
I may be able to inform him— ; 

Fran._—That I am in health, —-very well, I was afraid he 
wou'd have been harping upon my Wife in the firſt place 
the Devil take her, ſhe looks for't. | Makes ſigns to have ber gor. 

Guz, Farther, Sir, he kiſles your hand, with a more than or- 
dinary Friendſhip. 

Fran. A Pox of his complyments , [ Aſede. 

Guz. But he charg'd me, vir, moſt pathonately to preſent his 
Service to your Lady, 

Fran. Yes, yes ; I thought as much. 

(nz. In a more particular manner. | 

Frar. Friend, my Wife, or Lady, has no need of his ſervice 
in a more particular manner, and ſo you may return it. 

Jac. Indeed, but ſhe has grent need of his ſervice in a very 
particular manner. | GG: Guz. 
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Gaz, Sir, I ment no hurt, but'tis all wayes the faſhion of your . 
true bred Courtier, to be more Ceremonious in his Civilities to - 
Ladyes than Men ;z-——and he defires to know how ſhe does. 
ray. How ſtrong this Carlos ſmells of the Devil —friend, 
tell your Maſter ſhe's very well, but fince ſhe was Married ſhe 
has forgot her Gentile _Civility and (good manners, and never 
returns any Complements to men. | | 
Guz, How (hall I get it to her?——Sir, the Governor hopes 
he ſhall havethe Honour of entertaining you both at his houſe. 
He's impatient of your coming, and waits at home on purpoſe. 


| Frax. Friend, let your Maſter know we are here in very good 


quarters already; and he does us both too much Honour ; and 
that if we have notice of the Wedding-day; and I have nothing 
elſe to. doe, we'll Certainly wait on him, and the next morning 
we intend to take our leaves, which 1 ſend him word of before- 
hand to prevent furpriſe. 

Guz. But Sir, — | ; Aproching him he puts 

Frex. Go, Sir, and deliver your meſlage. 2 bis Wife further. 

Gyz, But I bave order, Sir, — 

Fray. There's no ſuch thing in this world. 

Guz, I'm refolv'd to Teaze him, if I can do nothing elſe, in 
revengez—But, Sir, he moſt earneſtly deſires to entertain your 
fair Lady in his own houſe, | | 

| Fran, Yes, yes; I know he does; But Ill give him to the 
Devil | firſt. ——Troth, Sir, this Cadez Aire does not agree 
with my fair Lady, ſhe has ventur'd out but once, and has got an 
Ague already. | 
Guz, Agues, Sir, 'are kind diſeaſes, they allow of Traces and 


Fray. No, no; She has no Ceſſation friend, her Agne takes. 
her night and day, it ſhakes her moſt unmereyfully, and it ſhall 
ſhake heyrtill the Wedding-day. | 

Guz,. Were this Fellow to be try'd by a Jury of women, I 


| would|not be-in's Coat to lye with: his Lady.———-W hat ſhall I 


doe to/ deliver this Letter, Well Sir fince I ſee you are fo 
averſe to what the | Governo# deſtres, I'll return— bur, Sir, I 
muſt tell you, asa friend, a-Secret z that to a man of your temper 
may Concern youz———Sir, —he's— To Whifper him, and 


reſolv/d when he Comes next to Viſit 4 gives Julia the Letter o- 


his Miſtreſs, to make another Viſit to (ver his Shoulder. 


your Apartment, to your Lady too. Fran 
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_ Frax. Is he lo, pray tell him he need not take that pains; 
there's no occaſion for'tz beſides 'twill be but in vain ; for the 
DoGors have preſcrib'd her Silence and Lonelynefs, ——tis good 
againſt the Fit ; How this damn'd Fellow of a Rival torments 
me; Honeſt Friend, adieu. 

Guz. Now is this Fellow ſo affraid of being made a Cuckold 
that he fears his own ſhadow, and dares not go into his Wive's 
Chamber if the Son do bur ſhine into the room. ——- [ Ex Guz. 

Fran. So, your Mercury's gon; Lord, how, {imply you look 
now, as if you knew nothing of the matter ! 

Jul. Matter, what matter, T heard the Civil Meſſage the Go- 
vernor ſent, and the uncivil anſwer you return'd back. 

Fran. Very good; Did that grieve your heart, alaſs what pitty 
'twas,I carried you not in my hand, preſented you to-him my felf, 
and begd him to favaur me ſo much to do my office a little for 
me, or the like ; hah. 

Jal. And there's necd enough, and the truth were known. 

Fac. Well fard, Madam. 

Fran. Peace. thou wicked Limbe'of $aten—— but for you, 
Gentle-Woman, fince you are fo tarmagant, that your own Na- 
tural Husband cannot pleaſe you'; whothough I ſay it amasquiet 
a Bed-fellow, and \leep as ſweetly,. for one of my years, as any 
in Spar FI keep you to hard meat Yfaith. 

741. I find no fault with your Sleeping, 'tis the beſt quality 
you have a-Bed. 

Fran. Why, ſo then, is the Devil in an unmercyfull woman ? 
Come come, 'tis a good Tenant that payes once a quarter. 

| Fac. Of an hour do yeimean Sir. 

Fran. Peace, I fay, ——thou Jemnablc Tormentor, this is 
the Do@rine you preach to your Miſtrefs; but you ſhall do't in 
private, for I am reſolv'd to lock ye both up, and carry the 
keys | in my Pocket. 

Jul. Well, I'm a wicked Creature to teaze thee ſo, Dear: 
but 111 doe what thou wiltz Come, cotte; be friends, I Vow, 
I care not for the Governor, not I, no more then I do for my — 
own foule. 

Fran. Why ſo, this is ſomthing z--Come, come your! way's 
who have we here a man, ad's my life away, away. 

Jul. Yes,7ap to my Chamber, to write an anfiver to this dear 
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Fray. No, 'tis not a man, but my daughter 1/abella. 

Fac. Now will I ſtay, and ſet her on to teaze the Doatard, 
woud'| cou'd teaze __m to death, that my Miſtreſs might be rid 
of him| 

Fran. How now, FP makes you look fo Scurvily to day? 
Sure lip Devil rides once a day through a woman, that ſhe may 
be ſure to be inſpird with ſome Ill qualities what wou'd 
you have now? _ 

1/2. Somthing. 

| Eras. Somthing 3. what thing ; have I not provided you a 


 Husband whom you are to marry within a day or two? 


1/7. There's a Husband indeed, pray keep him to your ſelf, 
if you |pleaſez I'll marry none of him, -111 fee him hang'd firſt. 

Fran. Hay-day 3—Whart is he not young and hanſom enough 
forſooth ? 

Tja. Young and hanſom ; is there no more than that goes to 
the making up of a Husband ? Yes, there's Quality. 

Fran. Quality ; 
Merchants of his ſtanding in all Cadez ? 

I/z.\ Merchant, a prety CharaRter, a Woman of my Beauty, and 
alittle, pety, dirty- 
heeld Merchant; faugh 1d rather live a Maid all dayes of my life, 
or be ſent to a Nunnery, and that's Plague enough I'm ſure. | 

Jac, Have a care ofa Nunnery, leaſt he take you at your word. 

ſa. 1 wou'd not 'for the World, no, Jacinta, when ever thou 


| ſeeſt me in Holy orders, the World will be at an end. 


Fray. Merchant, why, What Husband-do you expeG |! 

Ia. A Cavalier at leaſt, 1f not a Nobleman. 

Fran, A Noble-man, mariy come-up 3 your Father, Huſwife, 
meaning my ſelf, was a Leather-ſcller at firſt, till, growing rich, 
[ ſet up tor a Merchant, and left that Mechanick trade ; z and ſince 
turn'd Gentleman'; and heav'n bleſt my endeavours ſo as I have 
an eſtate for a Spaniſh Grandeez and, Are you ſo proud, for- 


ſooth, |that a Merchant wont down with you, but'you muſt be 


aping/after a Cap and Feather, a filver Sword with a more dred- 


- tull Ribon at the hilt? Come, come, Ifear me, Huſwife, you 


are one that putis her up wit] þ pride thus ;— but lay. thy 'hand 
upon thy Conſcience now,.- [To Jacinta. 
Fac, 


Why, is he not one of the richeſt 
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Jac. Who, I Sir No no, Sir, Iam for Marrying her out of 
hand to any reaſonable Husband, except a Merchant 3 for Maids 
will Long, ang that's Probatumeſt againſt the pervailing Diſtem- 
per of Longing Hitherto I dareanſwer for her, but Batteries will 
be made, and I dare not be alwayes reſponſable for frail Mor- 
tality. 


be ſo ſquemiſh, let her faſt, with a Murrein to her. 
1/a. Dear Father. | Ly 
Fran, Dear me no Deares: Wou'd your old Mother were a- 
live, ſhe wou'd a Strapt your Iuſticore, for puleing after Cava- 
liers and Noble-men, 1'taith, that wou'd ſhee ; A Citizen's Daugh- 
ter and wou'd be a Madona, in good time. 
I/a. Why, Father; the Gentry and Nobility now” adayes. 
frequently marry Citizen's Daughters. | | 
Fran. Come, come, Miſtreſs, I got by the City, and I love 


and honour the City 3 I confeſs 'tis the faſhion now adayes, if a 


Citizen get but a little _ one goes to building houſes, and 
brick walls; another muſt buy an Office for his Son; a third 
hoyſts up his Daughter's Topſail, and flaunts it a-way, much a- 
bove her Breeding; and theſe things make fo many break, and 
Cauſe the decay of Trading ; but I'm for the honeſt Dutch way 
of breeding their Children, according to their Fathers Calling. 


1/2. That's very hard, becauſe you are a Laborious, Ill-bregd_ 


Tradeſ-man, I muſt be bound to be a mean Citizen's Wife. 

Fran, Why, what are you better then I, forſooth, that you 
muſt be a Lady, and have your Peticoatslac'd four Storyes high 3 
wear your falſe Towers, and Coole your ſelf with your Spaniſþ 
Fan 2 Come, come, Baggage, wear me your beſt Cloaths a Sun- 
days, and bruſh 'em up a Munday Mornings, and follow your 
needle all the week after, that was your good old Mother's 
. way, and your Grand-mother's before her ; and as for the Hus- 
band, take no Care about it, I have defignd ity Antonio, and 
Antonio you are hke to wed, or beat the hoof, Gentle-wo- 
man, or turn poor C/are, and die a Begging-Nun, and there's an 
end on't ſee where he comes-——— [It leave you to ponder 

| [ Ex. Franciſco. 


upon the buſineſs, 


C3 | Enter 


Fran. Well, I have provided her one that I like, but if ſhe _ 
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Fo Wane *. ears 9-42 4 "wy 
; OTIS has" Es - > 265 B : \ STEP UT CON "7 HER NAY <= SITE 
Si 0 SR Ie Rees wooapgert -. tr on er a7 "7, 


we 


14 + The Falſe Coun, or, 


[| Enter Antonio. - Iſabella weeps. 

.. Anto. what, in Tears, [/abe//a, what ts't can force that tribute 
from your Eyes? * | 

Ia.” A Trifle, hardly worth the nameing , your ſelf : 

Anto. Do T, pray, for what ſin of mine muſt your: fair Eyes 
be puniſht ? 

Iſa. For the ſin of your Odious Addreſſes to me, I have told 
you |my mind often enough, methinks your Equals ſhou'd be 
fitter for you, and ſute more with your Plebean Humour. 

Anto. My Equals, 'Tis True, you 're fair, but if there be any 
inequality 1n. our births, the advantage is on my fide. 

Ta. Sawcie Impertinent, you ſhow your City breeding, you 
underſtand what's due to Ladys, you underſtand your Pen and 
Ink how to count your dirty money, trudg to and fro chaffering 
of baſe commodities, and cuzening thoſe you deal with, till you 
ſweat and ſtink again like an ore heated Cook ; faugh, I ſmell 
him hither. | 

Ante. I muſt confeſs I'm not perfum'd as you are, to ſtifle 
Stinks you commonly have by Nature 3 but I have wholfom, 
clenly Linen on; and for my Habit, wore I but a Sword, I ſee 
no difference between your Don and me, onely, perhaps, he 
knows leſs how to uſe it. | 

1/z Ah, Name not a Don, the very found from the mouth of 
a little Cit is difagreeable 
Traffick, Trade, are words become you better. 

Jac. Well-ſaid, uſe him ſcurvily, that Mrs. Clara may have him. 

NaF] $i, | | h Fae. 
_ ;A#to. The beſt of thoſe you think I ſhou'd not os by 
hardly tell me this. Y 1 

I/a, Good Lord, you think your ſelf a very fine Fellow now, 
and. (Gnicall your {elf up to be thought ſo, but there's as much 
difference. between a Citizen and a true bred Cavalier. 

Anto. -As between you and a true bred Woman of Honour. 

1/z. Ob, Sir, . you rail, and you may, long enough, before 
you Filme out of my Opinion, whileſt there are Dens-with Coa- 
ches.and' fine Lackey's, and I have Youth and Beauty, with a For- 
tune able to merit one, ſo farewell Cit. . [ Ex. Iſabella. 

Azto. Farewell, proud Fool. 4 

*Fats Sir, be this evening at the door, Dona Clara has ſom» 
thing to ſay to. you. Anto, 
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Anto. Blefs thee for this Tidings, dear Facinta. [ Ex. Jacinta. 
——[ find let man be Brave, or good, or wile, 
His Vertue gains no Smiels from Womens Eyes. 


Tis the gay Fool alone that takes the Heart, 
Foppery and Finery, ſtill guide the Dart. [Ex. Antonio. 


ACT 1. 
SCENE L| | 4 Chamber. 
Erter Jacinta with a Light, and Julia. 


Jac. ELL, Madam, have you writ to Don Carlos ? 
Jul. No, nor 1s it poſſible I ſhou'd, this Devil haunts 
me ſo from room to room, Like my evil Genius to prevent that 
good ; oh, for an opportunity of one kind Minute, to return 
a” \ cknatrtedamads for this kind Letter he has fent me. 

Fac. I'm glad you find me a'Sybill ; Madam, 1 ever proficy'd- 
a happier end of that Amour than your ill fortune has hitherto 
promiſed, —— but what ſaid the Lovely Cavalier ? | 

i 6 All that a man inſpir'd with Love cou fay, All that was 

and Charming. 
ac. Nay, I believe his Art. 

Jo /. Judge then what my Heart Feels, who, like a fire " 
lightly 1, o're with the cold Aſhes of Deſpair, with the leaft 
blaſt Sas out into a flame; I burn, T burn, Jacinta, and onely 
Charming Carlos can alay my Pain but how, Ay there's the 
queſtion ? . 

ac. Some way I will contrive to ſpeak with him, for he has 
loſt his old wont if he traverſe not the ſtreet where you live, but 
ſee Dona Clara. ter Clara. 

Jul. Hah, my Siſter, whom yet my jealous heart can ſcarce be 
reconcld to ſo deeply was my fear of Rivalſhip fixt there, — 
ſo ſad, my Siſter, and ſo near the happy day with Carlos ? 

Cla, 'Tis pity ſhe that thinks it ſo, ſhou'd want him; the 


Bleſſing's thrown away on me, - but we are both unhappy to be 
matcht 
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matcht to thoſe we, cannot lovez Carlos, though young, gay, 
hanſome, witty, rich 3 I hate as much as you the old Fraz- 
ciſco'z for ſince I cannot Marry my Aztorjio, both Youth and 


|| Beauty are but loſt on. me, And Age decrepid wou'd.be equal 
.. torment. | | 


Jul. Wou'd Carlos knew your heart, ſure he'd decline, for 
he has too much Honor, to compel! a Maid to ye1ld that loves 
him | not. | 

Cla. *'Tis true, he is above me every way, and the .Honor 


.my Father thinks to do our Family by this Match, makes him 


refolve upon't ; but I have given my Vows to young Antonio, 
 Ful. And young Artoio you. are like to have, for any 
thing that Carlos cares3 for know, to thy eternall joy, my Clara, 
he has bur feign'd to thee, as much as thy Aztonio to 1/abella. 
Cla. But are you. ſure of this? 


 Claz. Which he will ſoon obtain, and in return, what Service 
I can render him, tn your behalf, he fhall not want. | 

Ful. Antonio will engage you they are friends. 

Cla. You amaze me. | 

Fac. T have appointed him this night to wait, and, if poſlible, 
I wou'd get him a Minutes time with - you. 

Cl, Dear Jacinta, thou art the kindeſt Maid. __—_— 

Fac. Hangt, why ſhou'd. we young Women pine and Lan- 
guiſh for what our own Natural invention may procure us ; let 
us three lay our heads together, and. if Machavil, with all his 


Politicks, can out-witt us, tis pity but we all lead Apes in. 
| Hell, and dy'd withont the Jewifþ bleſſing of.conſolation. 


.J«l. No more, here comes the Dragon. 


: Exter Franciſco. 


Fray. So; together Conſulting and Contriving.— 

. Fac. What, are you jealous of the Peticoat ? | 
ran, Peticoat, Come, come, Miſtreſs Pert, Ihave known 

as Much danger| hid under a Peticoat, as a Pair of Breeches. 
I have heard of two Women that Married each other oh 


abominable, as if there were ſo Prodigious a Scarcity of Chriſt- 
ian Man's Fleſh. - | 


Jac. No, the market's well enough ſtor'd, thanks be prayed, 
| {| | | might 


| Jul.” Moſt certain; this Night if you can let Antonio ſee you, - 
'he'll tell you all the Cheat, and beg your Pardon.” 
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might every woman be afforded a reaſonable Alowance. 
Fran. Peace, I ſay, thou Imp of Lucifer ; wou'd thou hadſt 
thy Bellyfull, that I might be fairly rid of thee-——- go get you 
up to your Chamber, and, d'ye hear, ftirr not from thence, on 
pain of our ſevere difpleaſure, for I am- ſent for mm all haſte to 
fignior Don Sebaſtiarrs, 'tis but hard by, I ſhall foon return ;— 
what are you here 


Enter Iſabella. 


I have 4 high commendations of your fine behaviour, Gentle- 
woman, to Arztorio; his Father has ſent for me, and I ſhall know 
all anon, this ſhall but haſten your Wedding, Huſiwife, I tell. 
you that, and ſo Farewell to you, [ Ex. Iſabella Crying. 
Cla. Say you 10, then tis time for me to look about me. 
Jul. But will you go out fo late Love! indeed, ſome hurt 
will come to thee. Br. 


Fran. No, look ye, 1 go Ard JO pag, ns 


Go get you to your Chambers. [_ He goes ont, they goe in. 
SCENE chanpes to the Street. 


Erter Carlos, Antonio. 


Car. I wonder where this man of mine ſhou'd be, whom I 
ſent this evening with my letter to Jua, Enter Guzman, 
what art thou ? S | runs againſt Carlos. 

Gunz. My Lord, 'tis I, your truſty Trojan, Gazman, — — 
what makes you here, Sir, ſo near the dore of your Miſtreſs ? 

Car. To wait my doom ; what Tidings haſt thou Guzmar ! 

Guz. Why, Sir, I went as you direQed me, to Don Baltazer's. 

Car. And didſt thou deliver it ? 

Gaz. And the firſt thing I mett with was old Franciſco. 

Car. So. | | | | 

Gyz. To whom I civily adreſt my ſelf — told him, you preſen- 
ted your Service to him, —ſent to know how his Lady and he 
did. Which word Lady I no ſooner nam'd, but I thought he 
wou'd have faluted me with a Cudgell, —— in fine, obſerving 
her behind him, whom he ſhelter'd all he cou'd with His Cloke, 
I, taking an occa fion to wiſper him, gave it her over his ſhoulder, 

| whilſt 
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whilſt ſhe return'd ſome ſmiles and looks of joy, 
an anſwer, *twas impoſlible to get the leaſt ſign of one. | 

Car. No matter, that joy was evident, ſhe wiſht me one, and 
by the firſt opportunity my diligent waiting will be recompenc d; 
but, where haſt thou been all this while ? 

Gus. Finding out the Chimney-ſweeper, you mow of Sir, 
and whom you order'd me to bring this Evening. 

Car. And haſt thou found him ? 

 Grz. He $ here, at the corner of the Street, 1'l] call him. 

| Ex.Guz. 

Caf E have, Aztonio, beſides your particular Revenge, one 

of my own to Ad by this deceit, fince all my Induſtry to ſee the 


but for 


charming /J«/ia has hitherto been vain, I have reſolv'd upon a 


new projec,.if this Falſe Count paſs upon 'efn, as 1 doubt not 
but*he will,. and that he gets admittance into the Houſe, 11] paſs 
for one of his Domeſtiques. 

\ Enter Guzman and Guilion. ; bo: bore _ Lon 

Gaz. Here's the fellow, Sir. 

Anto. Fellow, he may be the Devil's fellow by his counte- 
nance. 

Car. Come nearer Friend ; doſt chink thou canſt manage a 
Plot well ? 

Gail. As any man in Cadez, Sir, with good inſtructions. 

Car. That thou ſhalt have, thou art apprehenſive. 
| Gail. So, fo, I have a pretty memory for miſchief. 

Anto. Haſt thou Aſſurance and Courage ? 

Gail. To kill the honeſteſt man in Spaiz, if I be well paid. 

Car. That thou ſhalt be. 

Gil. 111 doe't, fay no more, T'll doe't. 

Car. But canſt thou ſwear ſtoutly, & lye handſomly ? 

Guih Prettily, by Nature Sir, but with good' inſtructions I 
ſhall improve 3 I thank Heav'n I have Dolſlety, or fo. 

Car. Thou want'ſt,not confidence. ; 

Gil. No, nor ihpldence neither 3 how ſhould a man live in 
this wicked world without that Talent. 

Anto; Then know our Deſign is onely Comical, though if 
you manage not matters well, it may prove Tragical to you; In 
fine doſt think thou canſt perſonate a Lord? 

Gril. A Lord, marry that's a hard queſtion, but what ſort of 
E] 4) 6k ? Car. 


+ 


Car. Why any Lord. 


Gil. That 1 cannot doe, but T can doe ſome ſort of a Lord, 


as ſome Lords-are wiſer than other-ſome ; there is' your witty 
Lord, him I defte; your wiſe Lord, that is to fay, your 
knaviſh Lord, him I renounce; then there's your Politique 
Lord, him | wou'd have hangd ; — — then there's your fooliſh 
Lord, let him follow the Polititian ; then there's your Brisk, 
Pert, Noyſey Lord, and ſuch a ſmall infignificant Fiend I care 
not if I am poſleſt with ; I ſhall deal well enough with a Devil 
of his capacity. | 

Car, Very well, then there needs no more but that you go 
along with my man to my houſe, my authority ſhall ſecure you 
from all the injuries that ſhall accrue from a diſcovery, but I 
hope none will happen : Equipage, cloaths and money we'll fur- 
niſh you with, —go home with him, and drefs,and practiſe the Don, 
till we come, who will give you ample inſtructions*what to doe. 

Gail. And if I do not fit you with a Don better than Don 
De'll, Phobos, or Don Quixote, let me be hang'd up for the 
Sign of the Black Boy on my own Poles at a Spar Inn dore. 

Anto. We'll be with you, preſently. 


Gil. And if you find me not en Cavalier, ſay Cloaths, Gar- 


niture, Points and Feathers have loſt their Power of making 
one. _ _ - | Ex. Guz. ard Page and Guil. 


Enter, opening the Dore, Jacinta. 


Car. Hah, the dore opens, and ſurely 'tis a Woman that ad- 
vances, dear Antonio, wait a little farther -whos there ? 

Fac. Hah, if it ſhou'd be old Frarciſco now. 

Car, Let it be who it will, Il] tell my name, it cannot injure 
either; — I'm Carlos, who are you? 4464 

Jac. Athing that looks for him you name— Facirta; 
you alone ? 

Car. Never ſince J#lia did poſſeſs my heart; what news my 
deareſt meſſenger of Love? what may I hope ? 


are 


Exter Julia. 


Faul. All that the kindeſt Miſtreſs can beſtow, 
If Carlos loves, and (till will keep his Vows. 
Car. Julia my Life, my Soul, what happy Stars 
Confpird to give me this dear lucky minute ? 
x D 2 | 
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20. _ \The Falſe Cont, or, 
7ul. Thoſe that conduQted old Franciſco out, 
And will too foon return him back agan 3 
I dare not ſtay to hear thy love or chiding, 
Both which have power to charm, fince both proceed 
From a kind heart, that's mine. 
Car, Oh, take not this dear Body from my Arms, 
For if you do, my Soul will follow it. 
Ful. What wouldlt thou have me doe? 
| Car. Be wondrous kind, be laviſh of thy Heart, 


. « Be generous 1n thy Love, and give me all. 


. Ful, Oh Heavens! what mean you? I ſhall dye with fo 
Car. Fear, let coward Lovers fear, who love by halves, 
We that intirely Loye are bold in paſſion, 

Like Souldiers fird with glory dread no danger. 
7+, But ſhpuld we be unthrifty in our Loves, 
And for one moment's joy give all away, 
And be hereafter damn'd to pine at diſtance ? 
Car. Miſtaken Miſer, Love like Money put © 
Into good. hands increaſes every day, 
Still as you truſt me, ſtill the Summ amounts, 
Put me not off with promiſe of to morrow, 
To morrow will take care for new delights, 
Why'ſhou'd that rob us of a preſent one?. 
Ful. Ah Carlos! 
How fondly do. I liſten to thy words, 
And fain would chide, and fain would boaſt my Vertue, 
But mightier Love laughs at thoſe poor delays ; 
And I ſhould doubtleſs/give you all your Tols, 
Did not my fear prevent my kinder-bufinefs ; 
— —— And ſhould Frarciſco come and find me abſent, 
Or take thee with me, we were loſt, my Carlos. 
Car. When then, my Falia ſhall we meet again ? 
Jud, You Spaniard: ate a jealous Nation, 
But in this Exgliſh Spaniard old Frantiſco, 
That, mad paſſion's doubled; wholly deprives him of his Senſe, 
and turnes his Nature Brute 5 wou'd he but truſt me onely with 
my Woman, I wou'd contrive ſore way to ſee my Carlos, 
Car. 'Tis certain, | Fulra, that thou _ be mine. 


Jul, Orlmuſt a5 'e, my Carlos. { Anto. /iſt ning ec 
Argo. —— I'm ſure * tis Carlos's voice, and with a woman 3 
We | | and 
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And though he be my Rival but in Jeſt, 
I have a natural curioſity to ſee who'tis he entertai 
Jul. Oh Heavens! Sir, here's Franciſco; ſtep a 
Leaſt miſchief ſhou'd befall you. Ys in. 
Car. Now Love and wild defire prompt me to kill this happy 
Rival, he's old, and can't belong in his arrears to Nature. _ 
_ What if I paid the debt ? ' [ Draws thalf way. 
One fingle puſh wou'd do't, and Julia's mine; but hang't 
Adultery 1s a leſs fin than Murther, and I will wait my For- 
rune- 
Anto. Where are you, —— — Don Carlos £ 
Car. Who's there, Antonio? IT took thee for my Rival, and 
ten to one but 1 had done thy buſineſs. 
Anto. 1 heard ye talking, and believ'd you ſafe, and came in 


hopes to get a little time to ſpeak to Clara in; bah ! 
Facinta 
Fac. Who's there, Antonio [ Peeping of ont the dore. 


Azto. The ſame; may I not ſpeak with Claras 
Fac. Come 1n, ſhe's here. 
Car. And prethee, dear Facinta, let me have one word with 
Falia more, ſhe need pot fear ſurpriſe 3 juſt at the dore let me 
bur kiſs her hand. | [ Goes in. 
Fac. Ill fee if I can bring her. 


Enter Franciſco. 


Fran. A proud ungracious Flurt, a Lord with a Pox, 
here's a -fine bufineſs rfaith, that ſhe ſhould be her own Car- 
ver, well Ill home,and thunder-her together with a Vengeance. 

Ca Who's here? ſure this is he indeed; 111 ſtep afide, leaſt 
my being ſeen give him an oocalinn of jealouſic, and make him 
affront his Wite. | [Gpves afede as Fran. was going in. 


Enter Julia. 


Fran. Hum, what have we here, a woman ? 
7ul. Heavens! what, not gone yet, my Dear ? | 
Fran. So, fo, tis my confounded wite, who expefing ſome 

body wou 'd have me gone NOW. TT 
Ful. Are you not ſatisfied with all I've faid, 

With all the vows I've made, . 

Which here my in agpe of Heaven, L breath F 1. 

D 3 7 Ant. 
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22 | The Falſe Count, or, © 
Fran. Yes, yes, you can- promiſe fair, but hang him that 
truſts ye. | | Fg: ; 
» | Ful. Go, go, and 'pray be ſatisfied of my. eternal love. 
Fraz. How fain ſhe'd have me gone now; ah ſubtil Serpent, 
is not'this plain demonſtration, +-—1 ſhall murther her, 
I find the Devil great with me. | [aſide ſtill, 
Ful.. — What|isc thou pawſeſt on? 
® | Fran, The wicked diflimulation of villainous woman. F aloud 
Ful. Franciſco. | Jes ber. 
Fran. Oh thou monſter of Ingratitude, have I caught thee? 
You'd have me gone, wou'd ye? ay, to Heaven, I believe, like 
a wicked woman as you are, ſo you were rid of me. 
. go, _——— and |be ſatisfied of my eternal love, ——— ah, 
Gipſey,- no, Gentlewoman, Jam a tuff bit, and will hold 
- , you tupging till your heart ake. 
Ful. Why, was there ſuch hurt in defireing you to go, that 
you might make haſt|back again, ———oh my fears! | | 
Fray. That you might receive a lover, ——tis plain——and 
my indignation's high. - | 
Fal. Heavin knows I meant . | 
Frax. Onely to CQuckold me a little, —get you in, — where 
I will {wear thee by Bel], Book and Candle, get you in, 
I ſay, ———-go, go, — 1] watch for your Lover, and tell 
him how unkind he was to ſtay fo long, I will. ———- 
| | oh x. Julia, he ſtands juſt in 


« 


T0 | the dore, Carlos advances. 
Car, T hear no noiſe, ſure 'twas he, and he's gone 1n—— 
To reap thoſe joys he knows not how to value, 
And I muſt languiſh for; Ill ſtay a little——perhaps Facinta 
* may return again, for any thing belonging to my F#lza is dear, 
even to my Soul. , | [Goes juft to the dore, Fran. bolts out on him. 
Fran. who's there >-——what wou'd you have? —— — who 
wou'd you ſpeak to? —Who do you come from ? — —and 
what's your buſineſs? | - 
Car: Hah, *cis the Sot himſelf; my name is Carlos. 
Fran. Carlos, what father of Belzibub fent him hither, —— a 
plain caſe ;- {I murther her out of hand. 
Car. —-—And I wou'd ſpeak to any -body, Friend, that be- 
longsto the fair Clara, — if you are any of this houſe. 
ran. Onely. the Cuckold of the houſe, that's-all ;———my 
| name 


 - 
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name,, Sir, is Franciſco 3 but you, perhaps, are better acquaint- 
ed with my Wife. | | | 

Car. ' Franciſco, let me imbrace you, my Noble Brother, 

And chide you, that you wou'd not Viſit me. 5Croing to 7zebrace 
Fran. And bring my Wife along with me. 2 him , he flies off. 
Car. Both had been wellcome——and all I have, you ſhou'd 

Command. 

Fran, For my Wife's ſake what if I ſhou'd Piſtoll him 
nowz;—and I am damnably provokt to't, - had I but Courage 
to ſhoot oft one. ' [aſide 

Car. — Methinks you make not fo kind returns as my Friend- 
ſhip to you, and the Alliance ſhall be between us, deſerves. 

Fran. T am ſomthing 11]-bred I confeſs, Sir ;——'tis dark, 
and if I ſhoud do't no body wou'd. know 'twas I. [aſide 

Car, I fear there's ſome miſunderſtanding between us, pray let 
us go 1n a while, Fl talk you frqm your error. _. $ offers to goes be gete 

rar. Between us, Sir, oh Lord, not in the 2 we. 
leaſt, Sir, I love and Honour you , ſo heartily—l'd be content 
to give you to the Devil; but the noyſe of the Piſtoll wou'd 
diſcover the buſineſs. | aſile 

Car.— Come let's in, and talk a while.  , | 

Fran, I'm ſorry I cannot do't, Sir, we are ſomething incom- 
moded being not at our own houſe. : 

Car. Brother, I am afraid you are a little inclin'd to be jealous, 
that will deſtroy all friendſhip. | 7: 

Fran.' So, how finely the Devil begins to infinuate ? 

Car.—that makes a Hell of the Heav'n of Love, and thoſe 
very pains you fear, are leſs tormenting than that fear 5 what 
ſay you, Brother, is't not ſo with you ? | | 

Fran. I find you wou'd have me turn a Husband of the 
Mode, a fine convenient Tool, one of the Modern. humour, a 
Civil perfon, that underſtands Reaſon, or fo ; and I doubt not 
but you wou'd be as Modiſh a Gallant. | 

Car. Ha, ha, ha. 

Fran, What, doe you Laugh, Sir ? | 

Car. Who can chu(e ; to hear your ſuſpicions, your needleſs 
Fears. Come, come, truſt your Wives diſcretion, and Mo- 
deſty———and Idoubt not but you will find your ſelf. —— 

Fran, — In the Rode to Heaven, whither they fay all 
I thank you for your advice 3 I perceive 
: | you 


Cuckolds goe— 


>] 
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you wou'd my help me onwards of my Ree he 
| Cari I'm glad I know you,” Sir, —— ogy LO YOU,—— 

| - [ Goes ont. 

Fran. No matter for that, you know not my Wiks-——and 

ſo, farewell to you, Sir, and , _ the Joel take all Cuckold- 


makers. [EX. 


bh 0) E N E 7; Le ide of the Houſe. 


Enter, Clara, Julia, Antonio, Jacinta running to %em. 


Fas He has ſeen-Don Carlos, and they have been in great 
diſcourſe together, I cou'd not hear one word, but you 11 have it 
at both ears anon, Fil Warrant.yOn... 

Ha, he's coming.- 


=> 


Ezter Franciſco. | | 
& bs Heavens, -he muſt nat ſee you here.— - [To Aur 
- Fac, Here, ſtep in to Clara's Bed-chamber.— [.He; 


= Fran. So, the Plot's at laſt diſcover'd, -—n2he was a Cava- 
lier of his Parole. . | | 

- Ful, Who ſpeak you of ? 

Fran. Onely the Governour, 'the fine young Governour, 1 
deliverd him-the meſſage, told him my mind, and the like. 

Fal. So kind to viſit us, and have you ſent him away already? 

Fran. Ah, Witch; already, - -why, have I any lodging 
for him? 

Jal. But I am glad you brought him not in, 1 being ſo unready. 

Fran. But you are always ora for him, my dear victorious 
Man-flayer. 

. Jac, What means ' fare he has a Gad-bee in his brain. 

Fran. Satan's (hee Advocate — peace | fay ;-—-—fo, ——you 
look. as innocently now, as alittle Devil of-two years old, T1! 
warrant; come, come, ——— look me > full in the face—— 
thus, - turn your noſe juſt to mine ſ0——now:tell 
me'whoſe damnable. Plot this was, to ſend your Gallant with his 
Eloquence, Querks | and Conundrums, to tutour me mto better 
manners ? 

Way Send him; rl anſiverno-ſuch idle queſtions.— 

' Frax. He has taken a world of pains about your particular 
a 
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Chapter, and no doubt but he preacht according to inſtruQi- 
ons3-—— — What ſay you for your ſelf, that Judgment-may not 
als? | | 
: Jul. I ay, you're an old jealous Fool; have I ſeen Don Car- 
los, or heard from Don Carlos, 'or ſent to Don Carlos ? here's 
a doe indeed. - | 

Fran. What made you at the dore againſt my poſitive com- 
mands, the very ſtreet dore,— in the night, a- 
lone, ———and undreſt, this is matter of Fa&, Gentle- 
woman; you haſtned me away, =.a plain caſe, --—— and 
preſently after Don Carlos comes to the dore, —— — poſitive 
proof, ——ſces me and falls right down upon my jcaloufie, —clear 
conviction, ———'twas pity but-T had followed his counſel,; yes, 
when the Devil turns ſtudent in Divinity ;- but no matter, 
F11 fee your back fairly turn'd upon this Town to morrow; I'll 
marry my Daughter in the morning to Azton70, and a fair wind 
or not, we'll home; the Gally lies ready in the Harbour-—there- 
fore prepare, pack up your tooles, for you are no woman of this - 
world. 

Anto. How? marry me to morrow to his daughter z ——and 
carry his Wife from my friend; this misfortune muſt be preven- 
ted. * - | [ Afede peeping. 

Fran. And fo, Miſtreſs, come your ways to your Chamber. 

Jul. And ſtudy how to prevent this cruel ſeparation. 

| | Aſtde, goes out with 
tim and Jacinta. 

Cla. Ah Antonio, I find by that ſad look of yours, you have 
. over heard our haſty Doom. 

Arnto. I have, and am a little furprisd at the ſuddainneſs of it; 
and I my ſelf am the unlucky occaſion of it, to break it 
off; I told my father how ſcurvily I/abe/2 treated me, ——he 
thereupon ſends for old Franciſco, tells him of my complaint, 
and inſtead of difingaging my ſelf, I find my ſelf more undone. 

Cla. What ſhall we doe? I'm ſure thou wilt not marry her , 
thou canſt not do't and hope to go to Heaven. | 

Anto. No, I have one prevention left, and if that fail, I ut- 
terly refuſe to marry her, a thing fo vainly proud; no Laws of 
Nature or Religion, ſure, can bind me to ſay yes; and for my 
Fortune, 'tis my own, no Father can command it. 

Cla. I know thou wilt be true, and I'll not doubt it. 


_ Exter. 
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Exter Jacinta. 


Jac. Ah! Madam, the ſaddeſt news 
Cla.| Hah ! what? | 
Jac.| Poor 'Gentle-man, I pity you of all things in the world, 

——you muſt be forced ——how can I utter it, ——to the moſt 
lamentable torment that ever Lover endurd——to remain all 
night in your Miſtreſs's Chamber. 
| Anto. Alas, how ſhall I indure fo great an affliction ? . 
Cla. And I. | | 
ac. Ha, ha, ha, how I am grievd to think on't ; ha, ha,' ha, 
that you ſhou'd both be ſo hardly put to't; ha, ba, ha, for the 
old Gentle-man has lockt all the dores, and took the keys to bed 
to him, go get you in, ha, | ha, ba ——._  - 

Arto. Oh, my dear Clara, this is a blefling; I cou'd not hope. 
Cla.: $o large a freedom ſhall my Vertue prove, | 

F1l traſt my Honour with Azton70's Love. [ They go in. 
br -1Þ- | #{ [Ex. Jacinta lawghing. 


ACT 1 
-|.|[$SCENE I. 


Enter Don Carlos, i» his Night-gown, Antonio ard 
I: | | Guzman with Cloaths. | 


Car. A LL night with C/ara fay'ſt thou? that was lucky; but 
"\ was ſhe kind, my friend ? ; 
| Ante. AsTdefird, or honour wou'd permit herz : 
Nor wou' l preſs her farther. | 

Car. A very moderate Lover. 

Arto. For ſome part of my Vertue, Sir, I owe to you, in 
midſt of all my Loye, even in the kindeſt moments of delight, 
my joys were broken by concern for you. | 
——Jj#ha this day, or very ſuddainly, leaves Cadez. 


'N 


A New Vay to play an Ol] Game. 7 

Car. By Heaven, and fo will Carlos then, for I'm fo reſolutely 

bent to poſſeſs that dear creature, 
That I will do't with hazard of my life, 
Expence of Fortune, or what's dear to me. | 

Guz. And how wou'd you reward that politique head, that 
ſhou'd contrive the means to bring this hanſomly about ; not 
for an hour, or a night, but even as long as yoy pleaſe, ' with 
freedom 3 without the danger of venturing your honourable 
neck, in ſhowing feats of aQivitie three ſtories high, with a 
Daggerin one hand and a Piſtol in Yother, like a Rope-dancer ? 

Car. But how? thou talkeſt of impoſlibilities. | 

Anto. Doſt think ſhe'll er conſent to quit her Husband? 

Guz. No, Heaven forbid, I am too good a Chriſtian to part 
man-and wife; but being naturally inclin'd to works of Charity, 
I will with one projed I have in this noddle of mine, —— make 
old Franciſco a Cuckold, accommodate my Lord and Julia, 
ſerve you, Sir, and pive our ſelvera good Scene of mirth. 

Car. Thou amazeſty me. HH} 

Guz. If I doe't not, ſend me to the Galleys, nay, and ſo far 
cure the jealouſie of the old Fellow, that from a rigid (ufpici- 
ous troubleſome Fool, he ſhall become fo tame and gentle a 
Husband,—-—that he ſhall deſire you to favour him ſo much as 
to lie with his dear Wife . es 

Car. By what ſtrange Witchcraft ſhall this be brought to paſs ? 

Guz. En honeſt invention, Sir, good Faith, liſten and 
believe : —— When he goes, he certainly goes by Sea, to fave 
the charges of Mules. | 

Anto, Right, I heard him fay ſo; in the Galley. that lies in 
the Port. ; | 

Guz. Good, there is a Galley alſo, in the Harbour, you 
lately took from the Turks; habits too were taken in her e- 
nough to furniſh out ſome forty or fifty as convenient Turks as 
a man wou'd wiſh at the Devil. 

Car. Ah Rogue, I beginto apprehend already. 

Gaz, Our Turkiſh Galley thus man'd, I]! put to Sea, and a- 
bout a League from Land, with a ſham-fight, ſet on that of old 
Franciſco, take it, make 'em all ſlaves, clap the old Fellow under 
hatches, and then you may deal with the fair flave his Wife, as 
Adam did with Eve. 


Car. I'm raviſht with the thought. 7 
| E 2. Anto. 


| 
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Anto. But what will be the event of this ? 
Car. I will not look ſo far, but ſtop at the dear-Joys, and 

Fear no Fate beyond 'em. Ee Tb | 
Guz, Nay, with a little Cudgelling this dull Brain of mine, 

T ſhall' advance it Farther for the Jeſt ſake 3 as I take it, 

Seignior Don Antonio, you have a fine Villa, within a Bow 

ſhot of this City belonging to your ſelf. 

Anto. |] have, with pleaſant Gardens, Grotto's, Water-works.— 

Car. A moſt admirable Scene for Love and our deſigns. 

Anto. "Tis yours, Sir. 

Guz, Then, Sir, when we have taken this old Fool, on whom 
the groſeſt cheat wou'd paſs, much more this, which ſhall carry 
ſo ſeeming a Truth in't, he being clapt under hatches in: the 
Dark, | we'll Gag round a qe or two at Sea, turn in, and 


Land at |this Garden, Sir , of yours, which we'll pretend.to 
be a Seraglio belonging to the Grand Seignior 3 whither, in this 
hot part/o'th year, he goes to Regale himſelf with his She S/aves. 

Car. But the Diſtance of Place and Time allow not fuch a 
 Falacie.| HEEFE-1-1j 2 
Guz. Why, he never read in's life; knows neither Longitude 
nor Latitude, and Conſtantinople may be in the mid{t of Spazr 
for any thing he [knows ; beſides, his Fear will give him little 
Leafure-| for thinking. | | | fo 

Arto. But how ſhall we doe with the Seamen of this other 
Cally | 44 | A. 

Gi There's IN above a Dozen, beſides the Slaves that are * 
chain'd to the Oar, and thofe Dozen , a Piſtoll a piece wou'd 
not onely make 'em afliſt in the Deſign, but betray it in earneſt 
to the Grand Seignivr z—for them T'll undertake, the Maſter 
of it being Pzer| de ſe/2 your Fathers Old Servant, Sir. [ To Carlos. 

| Axte. But poſſibly his mind may alter upon the Arrival of this 
falſe Count of ours? 4 2 | 
- Car. No matter', make ſure of thoſe Seamen however ; that: 
they may be ready upon occalion. | 

Anto. | Tis high time, for me, that your Count were arriv'd, 
for this Morning is dcſtin'd the laſt of my Liberty. 

Car. This Morning-—Come haſte and dreſs me—[ To Guzman. 
—— Guzman, where's our Coat ? | 


Enter 


| 
' 
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Enter Guilion dreſt fine, two great Pages and 
a little one following. KY 


Guz. Coming to give you the good Morrow, Sir. 
And fhew .you how well he looks the Part. 
| Car. Good day to your Lordſhip — [ Bowing. 

Guil. Morrow, morrow friend. * | | 

Anto. My Lord, your moſt humble ſervant. S 

Guilt. Thank you friend, thank you 3 Page, Boy— whatit 
a Clock Sirrah ? | 

Pag. About Eight, my Lord. 

Anto. Your Lordſhips early up? 

Gail. My ſtomach was up before me, friend ; 'and I'm dam- 
nable hungry 3; 'tis ſtrange how a man's Appetite increaſes with 
his Greatneſs; Il] ſwinge it away now I'm a Lord,—then I 
will wench without mercy 3 I'm Reſolv'd to ſpare neither man, 
Woman, nor Child, not I ; hey' Rogues, Raſcalls, Boys, my 
Breakfaſt, quickly Dogs—let me ſee what ſhall I have now that's 
 Rare?. | | 

Pag. What will your Honour pleaſe to have? 

Gyil. A (ſmall raſher of delicate Bacon, Sirrah—of about a 
Pound, or two, with a ſmall Morcel of bread round the 
Loaf, d'ye hear, quickly Slaves. | 

Anto, That's groſe. meat , Sir , a, pair of Quails—or— 

Gil, I thank you for that i'faith, take your Don again, an 
you, pleaſe, I'll not be (tarv'd for nere a Don in Chriſtiandom.s 
Anto, But you muſt ſtudy to refine your manners a little. 

Gil. Manners, you ſhall pardon me for that, as if a Lord 
had not more privilege to be more ſawcy , more rude, imper- 
tinent, ſlovenly and fooliſh than the reſt of his Neighbours, or 
man-kind. : Is 
Car. Ay, ay 'tis great. | 
Guil. Your ſawcy Rudenefs, in a Grazdee, is Freedom; your 


Impertinence , Witz your Sloven, Careleſs; and your Foo], 


| good Natur'd, at leaſt they ſhall paſs ſo in me, 11] warrant yee. 
Car. Well, you have your full inſtructions 3 your Baggage, 
Bills and Letters, from OFavio the Sivilian Merchant. ' 
Guz. All, all, Sir, are ready,- and his Lordſhip's breakfaſt 
waits. | 
Car. Which ended, we advance, | — | 
| E 3 Juſt 
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Juſt, when Arora roſe from Thetis Bed, + 
Where he had wanton'd a ſhort Summer's night, 
Harneſt his bright hoov'd Horſes to begin 
His Gilded Courſe about the Firmament, | 
Out ſallyed Don Gilelmo Roderigo de Chimeny ſwiperio, and 
ſo forth. Gad this Adventure of ours will-be worthy to be 
ſung in Heroick Rhime Dogerell ; before we have finniſh it ; 


Come | Goes out. 
Gul. Hey Rogues, Raſcalls, Boys , follow me juft behind. 
|| | [ Exennrt. 


SCENE IL 
Enter Clara and” Jacinta. 


Jac. Nay I knew, he wou'd be Civil, Madam, or I wou'd 
have þorn you company, but neither my Miſtreſs nor I, Cou'd 
- ſleep one wink all night, for fear of a Diſcovery an the Morn- 
ing, and, to ſave the poor Gentleman a tumbling Caft from 
the window, my Miftreſs, juſt at day break, fain'd her ſelt won- 
drous ſick, -—I was call'd, deſir'd to goe to Seignior Spadi/io's 
the Apothecary's, at Next door, for a Cordial ; and ſo he flipt 
out 3-—but the Story of this Falfe Count pleafes me extream- 
1y, and, if it ſhou'd take, Lord, what mirth we ſhall have. 
Ha, ha, ha, I can't forbear with the thoughts on't. 

Clz, And ta fee the Governor his man ? | 

Fac. Ah, what a Jeſt will that be too, Ha ha ha ; but 
here Cones 1/abe/a ; lets puff np her Pride with Flatteries on 
her Beauty hy | 


Enter Iabella looking in a Glaſs, and ſetting ber Face, 


I/a, Ah, Heavens, thoſe Eyes, —that Look ;——-that pretty 
Lear,.——that my Father ſhou'd be fo Doting an old Foo], 
to think theſe Beauties fit for a little Merchandize, —a Marchi- . 
oneſs wou'd ſo much better become me. [ Looks again. 

-ah what a ſaule's there——and then that ſcornfull look — 
tis great—heav'ns who's bere ? | [Sees them. 

Cla. Onely thoſe Friends that wiſh you better Fortune than 
this day promiles. | 
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"Tow Look on that Face ; Are there not lines that foretell a 
world of greatneſs, and promiſe much Honour ? 

Cla. Her Face, her Shape, her Mien, herevery Part, declares 
her Lady—or ſomething more, — 

1/2. Why ſo,- and yet this little creature of a Father , ridicu- 
lous and unambitious, wou'd ſpoile this Lady, to make up a 

ſimple Citizen's Wife—in good time. | 
| _ Fac. That very look bad fo ome prelageing Grandure. 

1/2. Do you think ſo, Jacinta, Ha, ha, ha.— 

Jac.' That laugh again, oh heav'ns, how i it Charmes? _ 

' Cla. Ah how Graceful! 'tis.- 

Fac. Ah, nothing but a great Gilt Coach will become it. 

Cla. _—With Six Spariſh Mares. 

Jac.—— And embroider'd Trapings.— 

Cla.— With four Lackeys. 
| FJac—And a Page at the taile ont. 

. Cla. She's evidently defign'd for a Perſon of quality. 

I/a. Beſides I have ſo Natural an inclination for a Don,* 
that if my Father do force me to marry this ſmall Creature 
_ of a Merchant, I ſhall make an intreague with ſome body .of 

ualit 
; C 4 Cou'd you but manage it well and keep it from Anto- 
210, 

1/72 Keep it from Arntonzo, is it think you for a little, 
filly Cit, to complaing when a Don does him the Honour to 
Viſit his Lady ! Marry that were Pretty. 


Exter Franciſco, and ons 


Fran, How, a Count, to ſpeak with me 3 With me, I fay, 
——here at Cadez 

Lop. A Count, Sir, and to ſpeak with you. 

Fran. Art ſure 'tis not the Governour ?2—I1 goe lock up 
my Wife. | 

Lop. Governour, Sir, No, no, 'tis a mear ſtranger, Sir, a rare 
Count whom I never ſaw all dayes of my life before. 

Fran. And, with me, wou'd he ſpeak > I hope he comes 
not to my Wife. 


Exter 


b 


al 
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| | Enter Julia. ; | 
Jul, Oh Husband, the delicateſt fine Perſon of Quality, juſt 


ighted at the door, Husband. = mote. 
Fran. What, have you ſeen him then, the Devil's 1n theſe 


Women, and there be but a loop hole to peep out off they'll 


ſpy a man, 


I'm reſolv'd to ſee this thing.-—goe, retire 


you women,. here's men coming up. 


Iſa, And will men eat ys? 
Fran. No, but they may doe worſe, they may look on ye, 


and Looking breeds Likeing ; and Likeing, Love z and Love, 
a damn'd thing, calld Defire ; and Deſire begets the Devil and 
| all of | Miſchief to young wenches.— Get ye-gon in, I fay, — 
here's a Lord coming —and Lords are-plaguie things to women. 


z 


my. | t 
for all the world ! how my Heart beats already 


1a, How, a Lord! oh, heavins! Jacinta, my Fan, and ſet 


Hair in order, Oh the Gods ! I wou'd not but ſee a Lord 
keep your 


Diſtance behind, - Facinta,: Bleſs me, how I tremble—— a 


little farther, Jacinta. 


and then let your Husband\ have the Plague of you 
for my Gentlewoman, ——— Oh Lord 


Fraz. Come, come Huſewiſe, you ſhall be Marry'd anon, 
but 


they re here. 


| Enter Guilion, Carlos and Pages, ec. 


Guil. How now, Fellow, where's this old.Don Franciſco ? 
Fran. I'm the Perſon, Sir ? | 


1a, Heav'ns, what an Ayr he has? 


Guilt. Art thou he-? Old Lad, -how. doſt thou doe © Hah! 
Fray. 1 don't know. 


Gal. Thou knoweſt me not it ſeems,. old Fellow, hah ! 


S* 
! 
EL - 4. + 6 
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on what 


Fran. Know you-—no, nor deſire to doe, 


{211 (ory pray.?, . ; ” My ., heres 
if. By Inſtin@& ,. fach., as you ought to know a Perſon of 


Quality, and pay your Civilities naturally ; \in Frazce, where 
' I have travelld, fo much good Manners is: us'd, your Cittizen 
puls off his hat, thus —to every Horle of quality, and every 
' Coach| of quality; and doe you pay my proper Perſon, no 
more reſpect hah ! . 


th 


Tf? Iz 
bo wn 


1a, |What a diſhonour's this, to me, to -have ſo\ Dull a Fa- 
er, that needs to be inſtructed in his Daty. | | 
1-1] > | 1 Guil. 
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Gil. But, Sir, to open the eyes of your underſtanding 


here's a Letter to you, from your Correſpondant a Merchant of 


S:vil. 


and reais, and begins to pull off tis hat-andycading 


3 Gives him a dirty Letter, which he wipes on his Cloak. 
on boys lower and lover tl ke bave finiſht ut, 


Fran, Cry Mercy, my Lord, and yet I wou'd he were a thou- 
ſand Leagues off. 
Gail. I have bills of Exchange too, directed to thee, old Fel- 
low, at Szvil, but, finding thee not there, and, I ( as moſt 
perſons of my Quality are) being ſomething idle, and ne- 
ver out of my way, came- to this Town, to feck thee, Fel- 
low, 


—here.— [Gives him Bills. 
1a. Ah what a gracefull Mien he has? how fine his conver- 
ſation? ah, the difference between him and a filthy Citizen. 
Jul. — Clara has told me all —— Jac. whiſpering to Jul. 


Car. That's ſhe in the middle; ſtand looking on her langui- 
{ningly, your head a little a one fide, — —ſo, fold 


your arms, ——goorl, — now and then heave your breaſt with 
a ſigh, — moſt excellent. | [He groans. 

Fran. Bills for fo many thouſands. 

Jac. He has you in his eye already. — 

1/a. Ah, Jacinta thou flattereſt me. 

Jac. Return him ſome kind looks in pity. 

[ She ſets her eyes and bows, &c. 

Car. That other's my Miſtreſs, — cou'd'ſt thou'but keep this 
old Fellow in diſcourſe whilſt I give herthe f1gn to retire a little. — 

Gil. Il warrant you I'll banter him till you have Cuckold 
him, If you manage matters as well as]. | 

Fran, My Lord, I ask your pardon for my rudeneſs in not 
knowing you before, which I ought to have done in good 
manners, I confeſs ;-— who the Devil does he ſtare at fo? —- Wite, 
I command you to withdraw, upon pain of our high diſpleaſure. 
—- my Lord, I ſhall diſpatch your affairs, -—he minds me nor, 
——Ay,——'tis my Wite, ——I fay, Minion, begon, ——your 
Bills, my Lord, are good, and I accept Ju goes to t other 
'em3 why, what a Devil he minds me 2 /zde to Carlos. 
not yet, and though I am not at my proper home. [ 
ſure 'tis my 


am where I can command Money, bum, 
'tis ſo, how it he ſhou'd be fmit- 
F ten 


daughter, 


Ay, ay, 


being recommended as thou ſec{t here, old Vermin, . 


% 
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her 3 'tis ſo, 'tis-ſhe, ——my Lord. 
Gil, \Prethee, old Fellow, peace, I am in Love. 
Fran, In Love,—what, ſhall I be the Father of a Lord, wou'd 
it become me, think ye ? —he's mighty full of Cogitabund ; — 


my Lord, my Lord, ———-ſure his Soul has left the Tene- 
ment of /his Body, ——1I have his Bills here, and care not if it 
never return more. [ Looks over the Bills. 


Car. Dear F#lia, let's'retire, our time's but ſhort. 
Jl. \/dare not with you, the venture wou'd be too bold in 
a young| beginner in the Thefts of Love. 


Gail, —-—- — — Her Eyes are Suns, by ove. 
Car.| Oh, nothing is ſo ventrous as Love, if it be true. 
Gil, ——— Or elſe, two Morning Stars, 


All other Beauties are but Soot to her. 

J«l, But ſhou'd my husband — 

Car. He's ſafe for one dear half hour, I'll warrant you, come. 
F Fran, Um —— my Wife here ſtill, —muſt I begin to thun- 

Er ——- | | 
1. Lord, and you be fo froward, I'll be gone.-— 
| Car. |$o, her Husband kind heart leſt ſhe ſhould be cruel, has 
himſelf given me the dear opportunity. — [ Afrde. 
—Þe ſure-you keep the old Fellow 1n diſcourſe a while. 

Gail, Be you as ſure to Cuckold him. — [ Ex. Car.and Jul. 
—— Old Fellow, —prethee what perſon of quality's that ? 

Fran, Perſon of quality, —alas, my Lord, 'tis a filly Citizen's 
daughter. | | | 

wil. A Citizen's; what clod of earth cou'd bring forth ſuch 
a Beauty ? | : 2 

Fran. Alas, my Lord, I am that clod of Earth, and to Earth 
if you call it ſo, ſhe muſt return again, for ſhe's to be married to 
a Citizen this Morning. - 

Gil. Oh! Iamdoubly wounded, firſt with her harmonious eyes, 
| Who've:fir d my heart to that degree, | 
No Chimney ever burnt like me. 

Fair Lady, ——ſuffer the Broom of my AfﬀeRion to fiveep all 
other Lovers from your heart. | 


1/a. Ah, my Lord, name it not, I'm this day the married. 
Guil, Today; name me the Man, Man, dia I fay, the 
Monſter that dares lay claim to her, I dain to love,-- none ' 


anſwer 


ten now ; the plaguie jade had ſure the ſpirit of Propheſie in 
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anſwer me, 1] make him ſmoak by Vila ———and all 
the reſt of the Goddeſles. 

Fran. Bleſs me, - what a furious thing this Love is ? 

Gil. By this bright (word, that is ſo us'd to (laughter, [ Draw. 
he dies; @ld Fellow, fay the Poltroons name. 

Fran, Oh fearful — alas, dread Sir | — — 

12. Ah ! ſheath your Sword, and calm your generous Rage. 

Gil. I cannot brook a Rival in Stk raging up and down 


my Love, the ruſtling Pole of my at-5 the Stage with his Sword 
fetion is too ſtrong to be reſiſted. — Cz his hard. 

Ia. I cannot think, my Lord, ſo mean a Beauty, can ſo ſud-- 
denly charm a heart ſo great as- yours. - | 

Gail. Oh! you're miſtaken, as ſoon as I caſt my eyes upon 
the full moon of your countenance, I was ſtruck blind and 
dumb. 

Fran. Ay, and deaf too, I'll be (worn, he cou'd neither hear, 
ſee nor underſtand ; this Love's a miraculous thing. 

Gil, And that minute, the moſt renoun'd Don Guilelmo Ro- 
derigo de Chimeny-ſwiperio, became your Galley ſlave, —1 fay 
no more, but that I do Love, and I will Love, and that if 
you are but half ſo willing as I, I will dub you, Vicounteſs de 
Chimeny Swiperio. | 

I/a. I am in Heaven, ah! I dye, Jacinta. 

How can I credit this, that am ſo much unworthy ? 

Guzl. I'll doe't, fay no more, Ill doe't. 

Fran. Doe't, but my Lord, how, and with what face canTpurt 
off Signior Aztorio, hum? | | 

Guil. Antonio, hay, Pages, give order that .4»to-0 be 
inſtantly run through the Lunges d'ye hear? 

Fran. Oh, hold, hold, my Lord ! run through the Lunges, 

Page. It ſhall be done, my Lord, but, what Artonio? 

Guil. Why any Antonio; all the Antonio's that you find in Cades. 

Fran, Oh, what bloody-minded Monſters theſe Lords are ! 
But, my Lord, I'll ne'r give you the trouble of killing 
him, 1'1] put him off with a handſome compliment 3 as'thus, — 
Why, look ye, Friend Anto7io, the buſineſs is this, my Daugh- 
ter {/abella may marry a Lord, and'you may go fiddle. 

Gail. Ay, that's civil, —and, if he do not deſiſt, I'1] un- 


people Spar: but I'll kill him ; for, Madam, 'l] tell you what 
happened to me in the Court of France---- there was a Lady in 
| F 2 the 
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the Court in love with me, ſhe took a liking to my Perſon 
which, I think, ——— you will confeſs. 
Iſa. To be the moſt accompliſht in the World. = 
Guil., -—I had ſome ſixſcore Rivals, they all took ſnuff; 
that is, were angry, —at which I ſmil'd ;—they were incenſed, 
at which [ > uh ha, ha, ha, —— Ifaith; they rag'd, I 


when I met 'cm,” Cocke, thus en paſſant juſtled 
'em thus, - [ Owerthrows Fran. 
They turn'd and frown d, thus, —[—drw. —— 


Fran, What, on all the fi x{core, my Lord? 

Guil, All, all; fa fa, quoth I, fa ſa fa, fa fa fa. 

[ Fences him round the Stage. 

Fr, ran. Hold, hold, my"Lord, Iam none of the fixſcore. 

Gul. and.run 'em all through the body 

Fran. Oh Heavens! and kild 'em all. 

Gnil. Not a man, onely run 'em through the Body a _ 
that's all; my two boys were by, my Pages here. 

| Ja. Is it the faſhion, Sir, to be attended by Pages fo big ? 

Gail, Pages of honour always; theſe were ſtinted at 
nurſe, or they had been good proper fellows, 

Fran. 1 am fo frighted with this relation, that I muſt up to 
my Wifes Chamber Fi a little of that ſtong Cordial that reco- 
ver'd her this morning. | [Going out Guil. ſtays himz. 

Gail. Why, I'll tell you, - Sir, what an odd ſort of a wound 
I received in a duel the other day, nay, Ladies, 11 ſhow 
It you : : in a very odd place—in my back parts. 

Jt to untuck his breeches, 
the Ladies ſqueak. 


Is NT : 
Pag. Show a wound em__ Sir, the Ladies will think you 
are a Coward, + 
Guil. Peace Child, pence, the Ladies underſtand Dueling - as 
little as my (elf; but, fince .you are fo tender-heatted, La- 
dies, [I not ſhow my wound ; but faith, it ſpoil'd my dancing; 
[Page comes in. 
| Peet, My Lord, now you talk of dancing, here's your bag- 
| gage brought from a-board the Gally by your Sea-men, who 
usd to/entertain you with their ruſtick ſports. ' + 
| Gail. Very well; Sir, with your pertniſfion, 1 _ 'reſblvd 
whener you will, or no, to give the Ladies ſome I 
——bi 
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bid 'em come in; nay, Sir, you ſtirr nor, [Ex.Page. 
'Tis for your delight, Sir, 1 doe'tz tor, Sir, you muſt under- 
ſtand, a man, if he have any thing in him, Sir, of Honour, for 
the caſe, Sir, lies thus, 'tis not the buſt neſs of an Army to drol! 
upon an Enemy,—truth i is, . every man loves a whole skin;z—— 
but, 'twas the fault of the beſt States-man 1n Chriſtendome to be 
looſe i in the halts; you conceive me. 

Fran. Very well, my Lord, - HI ſwear he's a rare ſpoken man; 
— why, what a Son-in-law. ſhall I have ? I have a little buſineſs 
my Lord, but I'll wait on you preſently. [ Going ont. 

Gil. Sir, there is nothing like your true Jeſt, a thing 
once well done, 1s twice done, and I am the happieſt man in the 
World in your alliance; for, Sir, a Noble-man if he have 
any tollerable parts, is a thing above the Vulgar 3 — oh, 
— — here come the Dancers; 


Ld 


 Exter Dancers. 


Come, fit down by me. 
Fran,”*Tis my duty to ſtand, my Lord. 
Guil. Nay, you ſhall fit. ——— "They dance with Don. 


Epter Antonio. 


Anto. Good day, St, I hope you will not chide my tardineſs, 
I have a little overllept” "my fef, and am aſham'd to fee my love- 
ly Bride, and all this worthy comparly attend 3 
-But you, fair Creature. 
1/a. No marrying to day, Sir. 
Fran, No, Sir, no marrying to d 
Anto. How, do Ne r hear this from Franciſco ? 
Gail. How now, Fellow, what art thou? 
Anto, The Husband of that proud diſdzinfull Woman. 
- Guil, Another word like that, and thou art 
Anto. -What, Sir PIER 
Fran.” Oh, hold, hold, rity Lord ! Antonio, I muſt tell 
you, you're uncivil. . 
Gail. Doſt know, dull Mortal, that I am a Lord, 
And I/abela my adopted Lady ? 
Rayon” I be your pardon, Sir, i i it be fo, m Mortals can 
but grieve in ſilence | | 
Gil. Alas poor Mortal! HS, 5 ed na eyes. 
7 I " FÞ-7 Abta 
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Auth; But, for you, Franciſco. 
Fran. Ah, dear Antonio, 1 vow and ſwear I cannot chuſe but 
weep to loſe thee : 3 but my Daughter was born for a Lady and 
none can help their deſtinie. 

Arto.| And is it poſſible thou canſt uſe me thus ? [To Ifa. 

1/2. Take away that little Fellow, in pity of your life, I dain 
to bid you withdraw and be fafe. | 

Gil, 'D'ye hear, hah 2 —this Lady has beg'd your life. 

Anto. | Beg'd my life. 

Gil, Vile wfetch, dareſt thou retort 2* 

[Draws, the Women: hold him. 

Fran. Oh 1 hold, hold my noble ſon-in-law, he ſhall doe a- 
ny thing; dear Antonio, conſider, —I was never Father 
to a Lord all daies of my life before : my Lord, be pacified, 
my Daughter ſhall be a Lady. 

1/2. For my fake, ſpare him, and be Friends with him, -as far 
as you may dain to be with alittle Citizen. 
Gil, Fellow, I forgive thee, here's my hand to kiſs in 


ſign and foken I am appeasd”. .| 
[Gives him his hand to kiſs, tis all black. 


Ants, A Pox of his honourable hand, 't had like to have {poll x: 


all,-— well, — ſince it muſt be ſo, —1I am content — 

Guil So, now peace is concluded on, on all ſides, what ſhall 
we do to day beſides cating and drinking i in abundance ; for to 
morrow [ ſhall get my ſelt in order for my marriage ? 

Cla.: What thinks your Honour of taking the air upon the Sea, 
in a Gally, a League or two? . 

_Gmil. With Fiddles, Drums and Trumpets, Weſt-Phalia hams 
and Pigeons and the like : Hey Rogues, Scoundrels, Dogs. - 

1/2. Ah, how fine is every ation of a great man ! 

Gil. \Command a Gally to attend us preſently, 

—you ſhall along, old Boy. [To Fran. 
Fras. Alas, I muſt ſtay at home with my Wife, my Lord. 
Gril. | A Wife | have I a Mother-in-law too?— ſhe muſt "Me 

with us, pod take a frick, —no denial : 


Emnter Carlos. 


— Oh, are yau come? | ,.- [Afode. 
| Car. Yes and thank thee for the beſt moment * my life ;— 
haſt thou contriv d the Yoyoge then ? | 


Guil, | 


ho 
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Guil. Take no care come haſte. on board——our honour 


- will not loſe the Freſco of the morning, —Follow me--Pages. 
Pag. At your heels, my Lord, — [Exennrt. 


S - o— 


ACT IV.” | 


SCENE: L 


' Enter, as aboard the Ship, Guilion, Iſabella, Franciſco, 
Julia, Antonio, Clara, Jacinta, Pedro 
and his Wife, Pages. | 


Guil. F Adyes and Gentlemen, you are wellcome aboard, — 
Come, put off to ſea, Rogues, Scoundrells, Tarpaul- 
ins, to your buſineſs, and then, every man his Bottle, hey 
Page, Rogues, where are my men ? Come, ſpread the Table 
for we. are very hungry. 
1/2. Heav'ns, what a peculiar Grace there is in every word 
that comes from the Mouth of a Cavalier ! 
Guil. By Mars, the God of Love! | 
Pag. By Cupid, Sir. = [ Afrde to him. 
Guzl. Cupid, Sirrah, I fay, I'll have it Mars, there's more 
Thunder in the ſound ! I fay, by Mars, theſe Gallies are pretty 
neat convenient Teniments— but a —I ſee ne'r a Chimney in 
em ;—Pox on't, what have I to doe with a Chimney now 2 
1. He is a delicate, fine perſon, Jacinta, but, methinks, 
he does not make Love enough to me. \ 
Jac. Oh, Madam, Perſons of his Quality never make Love 
in words, the greatneſs of their A&ions ſhow their Pafſhon. 
T@a Ay, tis true all the little Fellows talk of love. 
Gail. Come, Ladyes, ſ@ 3 Come [/abel/a, you are Melan- 
choly, — Page—-Fill my Lady a Beer-glafs. 
- 1a. Ah, Heav'ns, a Beer-glaſs. 
|. Gail. O your Vicountels never drinks under your Beer-glaſs, 
your Citizens Wives fimper and' fip, and will be drunk with- 
out doing Credit to| the Treater z but in their Cloſets, they 
| | | {winge 
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ſwinge it away, whole Slaſhes jfaith, and egad, when a wo- 
man drinks by her ſelf, Glaſſes Come thick about ? your Gen- 
tlewomgn, or your little Lady, drinks half way, and thinks in 
point of good manners, ſhe muſt leave ſome at the bottom, 
ig your true-bred Woman of Honour drinks all, Supernaculum, 

y oVe. 
| FF, What a misfortune i it was, that I ſhou'd not know this 
before, but ſhou'd diſcover my want of ſo neceſſary a piece 
of grandure. . 

Fee And nothing , but being Fudled, will redeem her 

Credit. | 

Guil.|Come-—fall to, old Boy, —thou art not merry : ; 
what have we none that can give us a long ? 
Anto.| Oh, Sir, we have an Artiſt aboard I'll affureyou ; Scightol 

Caſhier, (hall I beg the favour of you to ſhow your Skill : ny 

Pet. Sir, my Wife and I'm at your ſervice. "1 

Guil. F riend, what Language can you Sing ? 

Pet. Oh, Sir, your Singers ſpeak all Languages. 

| Gul. Sayſt thou ſo, prethee then let's have a touch of. Hea- 
then Greek. 

Pex. That you ſhall, Sir, Sol la me fa ſol, &c. 

Frar. Hum, I think this is indeed Heathen Greek. I'm ſure | 
'tis ſo to me. 

Gul. Ay, that may be, but I underſtand every word ont. 

Fran. Good lack, theſe Lords are very Learned men. 

Pet. Now, Sir, you ſhall hear one of an-other Language 
from my Wife - and I. |. Sing a Dialogue in French. 


Enter the Captain. 


|.Cap Well Gentlemen though the news be ſomthing unpleaſ- 
ant that T'bring, yet to Noble minds 'tis ſport and paſtime. 
Gail. Hah Fellow ! Whats that, thats ſport and _ to 
Noble ind ? 
Fran. .Olr Lord, no goodneſs FIl v warrant. 
apt. But, Gentlemen, pluck up your ſpirits, be bold and 
lute. 
| Fadk, Oh Lord, bold and reſolute, why what's the matter, 
Captain F 
Capt. You are old, Seignior, and we expe&t no good from 
you but prayers to Heav'n jp 
' Fran. 
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Fran. Oh Lord, Prayers to Heav'n ! Why I hope, Captain, 
we have no need. to think. of Heav'n. 

Capt. At your own Peril be it then, Seignior, for the Turks 
are coming upon us. 

Fran. Oh Lord, Turks, Turks! 

Gil. Turks, oh, '1s that all ? [ Falls to eating. 

Fran. All ——why they Il make Eunuchs of us, my Lord, 
Eunuchs of ius poor men, and 1y with. all our Wives | 

Guil. Shaw, that's nothing, 'tis good for the Voice, —how 
ſweetly we ſhall ſing, ta, la, ta la la, ta la, &c. 

Fran, Ay, twill make you f ing another note, I'll warrant you. 


Enter a Seaman. 


Sea. For Heav'ns fake, Sirs, doe not ſtand Idle here ; Gentle- 
men, if you wou'd fave your lives, — draw, and defend 'em. [| Ex. 

Fran, Draw, I never drew any thing in my life, but my Purſe, 
and that moſt damnably againſt my will 3 oh, what ſhall I doe ? 


Exter Captain. | 


Cap. Ah, my Lord, they bear up briskly to us, with a Freſh 
Gale and full Sails. 

Fran. Oh, dear Captain, let's tack-about and goe homeagain. 

Cap. 'Tis impoſſible to ſcape, we muſt fight it out. _ 

Fray. Fight it out, oh I'm not able to indure it, why, 

what the Devil made me a ſhip-board ? | [Bx. Captain. 

Gnil. Why, where be theſe Turks ! Set me to 'em, Ill make 
'em ſmoke, dogs, to dare attack a man of Quality. 

I/a. Oh, the infolence of theſe Twrks 2 dothey know who's A- 
board?For Heav'ns ſake ,my Lord,do not expoſe your NoblePerſon. 

Guil, What, not fight \_—Not fight! A Lord, and not fight? 
Shall I ſubmit to Fetters, and ſee my Miſtreſs raviſht by any 
oreat Tyrk in Chriſtiandom, and not fight ? 

1/2. I'd rather be raviſht a thouſand. times, |then you ſhou'd 
Venture your Perfon. | [ Seamer ſhout withim. 

Fran. Ay I dare ſwear. | 


Enter Seamen. 


Sea. Ah, . Sirs, what mean you, come on the Deck for ſhame. 


Anto, . My Lord, let us not tamely fall, there's danger near. 
{ Draws. 
G Guil, 
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| Guil. Ay, Ay, there's never ſmoake but there's ſome fire— 
come let's away—ta la, tan ta la, la Ja, &c. [_ Draws. 
{| | [ Ex: ſinging, and Antonio, and Pet. 

Fran. A Pox of all Lords, I ſay, you muſt be Janting in 
the Devils-name, and Gods dry Ground wou'd not ſerve your 
turn, | | [ Shoot here, 
Oh how they T hunder ! What ſhall I do oh for ſome Au- 
ger hole to thruſt my Head into, for I could never indure 
the Noiſe of Cannons, oh 'tis inſupportable ,—— I1ntoller- 
able—and not to be indure, [Running as mad about the ftage. 
{/a. Dear Father, be not ſo frighted ! [ Weeps. 

' Fran. Ah, Crocodile, wou'd « 4 hadſt wept thy Eyes out 
long , a goe, that thou hadſt never ſeen this Count ; then he 
had never lov'd thee, and then we had never been invited a 
{hip-board. [A noiſe of fighting. 


Enter Guilion, Pet. aud Antonio. Driven in fighting 
by Guzman and other Turks. 


Anto. Ab, Sir, the Turks have banded ns, we're loſt we're Joſt. 
Fran. Oh, I am {lain, I'm lain. | [Falls down. 
Gail. Hold, ——hold, I ſay, you are now in the Prone of 
Ladies, . and 'tis uncivil to fight before Ladies. | 
Gnz.. Yield then, you are our ſlaves. 
Gul. Slaves, no Sir, we're ſlaves to none [Offers to fight 
but the Ladies. ——— 
| 1a. Oh, hold, rude man—D' ye know whom you encounter 3 
Guz, Whats here—one dead — [Looking on Franciſco. 
Fran, Oh, Lord ! | 
Gaz. Or, if he be not, he's old, and paſt ſervice, we'll Kill 
the Chriſtian Dog, out of the way. 
Fran. 'Oh, hold, hold, I'm no Chriſtian, Gentlemen but 
as errant a Heathen as your ſelves. 
 _ Gas. Bind him Streight neck arid heels, and Clap him un- 
_ der Hatches, | 
| Jatl. Oh, ſpare him, Sir, look on his Reverend Age. 
' Guz. For your ſake, Lady, much may be done, we've need 
ot hanfom women. [Gives her to ſome Turks that are by. 
Fran. Hah, — my Wife ! My Wife Raviſht—oh I'm dead. - 


Jul, 
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Jul. F ear not, my Dear, I'll rather dye than doe thee wrong. 
Fran, Wou'd ſhe wou'd; quickly, then there's her ho- 

nour ſav'd, and her ranſome, which 1s better. : 

Guz, Down with the muttering Dog, [ He deſcends. 
And take the Ladies to ſeveral Cabins. 

[ The Turks take hold of the Mer: 

[/a. Muſt we be parted then, —ah, cruel Deſtinie! FWeeps. 
_ Gail. Alas! this ſeparation's worſe than death. 

Ia. You poſſibly may ſee ſome Turkiſh Ladies, that may in- 
ſnare your heart, and make you faithleſs ; but I, ah Hea- 
vens ! if everl change my Love, may I become deform'd, and 
loſe all hopes of Title or of Grandure. 

Gil, But ſhou'd the GrandSignior behold thy Beauty, thou 
wou'd(t difpiſe thine own dear hony Vicount to be a Sultana. 

IJa. A Sultana, what's that ?. | 

Gril. Why, 'tis a ſhe great Turk; a a Queen of Turkey. 

1/a. Theſe dear expreſſions go to my heart. — [ Weeps. 
And yet a Sultana 14 tempting thing— [Afide ſmiling. 
—— And you ſhall find your [jabe/a true, — though the Grand 
Jignior wou'd lay his Crown at my feet, —wou'd he wou'd try 
me though, —Heavens | to be Queen of Turkey. [ Afede. 

Guil. May I believe thee, but when thou ſeeſt the dit- 
ference, alas, I am but a Chimney — hum, nothing to a great 
Turk. 


1/a. Is he ſo rare a thing ---— oh that I were a She Great 
Turk. : 

Guz, Come, come, we can't attend your Amorous Parleys. 

| | Parts em. 


Jul. Alas, and what ſhall we poor women doe ? [Ex. mer. 
1/a. We muſt &en have patience, Madam, and be ravithr. 
Cla. Raviſht ! Heavens torbid. 
Zac. An pleaſe the Lord, I'll let my nails grow againſt that 
direfull day. 
1/2. And fo will I, for I'm refolv'd none ſhall raviſh me but 
the Great 1zrk. 
| Gaz. Come, Ladies, you are Diſhes to be ſerv'd up to the 
board of the Grand Signior. 
Iz Why, will he eat us all ? 
' Guz. Allice of each, perhaps, as he finds his appetite inclin'd. 


G 2 | If. 
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Iſa, A ſlice, uncivil Fellow, as if this Beauty were for 
a bit and away ;-—Sir, a word, —if you will do me the favour to 
recommend me to be firſt ſervd up to the Grand Signior, I ſhall 


remember the civility when I am great. | 
Guz,. Lady, he is his own Carver, a good word by the by, 


or ſo, will doe well, -and I am, a Favorite 
Ia. Arc you ſo, here, take this Jewel, in earneſt of” 
greater Favours ——— [Gives him a Jewel, Exennt al. 
SCENE IL. | A Conlles, | 
Enter Don Carlos ard Lopez. \ 


Car. But, why ſo near the Land? by Heaven I ſaw each action 
of the Fight, from yonder grove of Jeſemine, 
And doubtleſs all beheld it from the Town. 

Lop. The Captain, Sir, defign'd it fo, and at the Harklour 
gave 1t out thoſe two Galleys were purpoſely prepard to enter- 
tain the Count and the Ladies with the repreſentation of a Sea-fight; 
leſt the noiſe of the Guns ſhould Alarm the Town, and, taking 
it for a real Fight, ſhou'd have ſent out ſupplies, and fo have 
ruin'd our deſigns. 

Car. Well, have we all chings 4 in readineſs ? 
 Lop. All, Sir, all. rk Os 


Eater Page. 


| Page. My Lord, a Barge from the Gally i Is juſt arriv'd at the 
Garden Stairs. | 


Enter INE Ai 


' Car, or retire then, and fit me for my part of this Farce. 
Guz. My Lord, you muſt retire, they're juſt bringing the 
| old Gentleman a ſhore. 

Car. Prethee how does he take his Captivity ? 

Gaz, Take it, Sir, he has caſt himſe]f into a fit, and has lain 
like one in a Trance this half hour : ; obs impoſſible for him to 
_ ſpeak Senſe this fortnight ; I'll ſecure his Reaſon a play-day for 
to long at leaſt; your ſervants, in T»rkiſh habits, are now his 
Guards, who will keep him ſafe cyough! from hindering your 
Frnghs with Julia. 


Car. 
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Car. What ever you doe have a care you do not overfright 
the Coxcomb, and make a Tragedy of our Comedy. 


Guz. Vl warrant you, Sir, mind you your Love affairs ;-— 
he's coming in,- retire, SI1r. 


[Ex, Car. and Page and Lop. 


l "bs ſome Turks with the Body of Franciſco ir 
Chains, and lay him down on a Bank; 


11x. Chriſtian, ſo ho ho, Slave awake. 
| [ Rubbing and calling him. 


Fran, ——Hah ! — where am I 2 —— my Wite, my 
Wife, where am I ? hah ! what are you? 
Ghoſts, — Devils, Mutes, — no anſwer, 
hah, - bound in chains, -——— Slaves, where am I ? 


1 Tx. They underſtand not your Language, but I,, who 
am a Renigado Spaniard, underſtand you when you ſpeak civily, 
which I adviſe you to doe. 

Fran. Do you know me, Friend ? | 

I 14. I know you tO be a Slave, and the Great Turks Slave 
tO. 

Fran. The Great Turk. 
TI, Friend? 
| 117». Within the Territories of the Grand Sgnzor, and this, 
a Palace of Pleaſure, where he recreates himſelt- with his Miſtreſ- 
ſes. 

Fran. And how far is that from Cadesz ; 
my Wife, Friend, my own Wife. 

1 TH, Your own, a true Muflelman cou'd have faid go 
more ; but take no care for her, {he's provided for. 

Fran. Is ſhe dead, that would be ſome comfort, 

11z. No, ſhe's alive and in good hands. | 

Fran. And in good hands; oh, my head! and, oh, my heart! 
ten thouſand tempeſts burſt the belly of this day wherein old 
Franciſco venturd Lite and Limb, - — — Liberty and Wite to 
the mercy of theſe Heathen Turks. 


the Great Devil, why where am 


but what care I, 


1 Tz.* Friend, you need not thus complain 3 ———a good 
-ncnd ranſom redeems ye. 
Fran, A round ranſom, I'll rot in my chains firſt, before I'll 
part with a round ranſom, | 


G 3 | WT 
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t Tie. You ive a fair Wife, and need not fear good uſage 
if ſhe knows how-to be kind 5—YOu appear me. 

Fran. Patience, .good Lord." - 

1 Tu, Perhaps the Grand Signior may like her, and to be fi 
vowr'd by. bim is ſuch a Glory, — 

Fran, As the Devil take me 1t I defire. — 

1 Tx, — And then you may in triumph laugh at all the reſt 
of your Brother Cuckolds. 

Fran. Hum, and has the Devil ferv'd me thus, —— 
but no matter, I muſt be gadding, like an old Coxcombe, to 
Cadez, -—and then, janting to Sea, with a Pox, to take pains to 
be aCuckold, -———- to bring my Wife into a ſtrange Land, a- 
monglt Unbelievers, with a vengeance, as if we had not honeſt 
Chriſtian Cuckold-makers enough at home; Sot that I was, not 
to conſider how many Merchants have been undone by ruſting 
their Commodities out at Sea 3z-——— why, what a damn'd ran- 
. ſom will the Rogues exaCt from me, and more for my Wite be- 
cauſe ſhe's hanſome, and then, 'tis ten to one, I have her turn'd 
upon my, handsthe worſe for wearing ; oh, damn'd Infidels !— 
no, 'tis refolvd, I'll live a {lave here, rather than enrich them. 

11z. Friend, youll know your deſtiny prefantly z ——— 
- for, 'tis the cuſtorn of the Great Turk,to view the Captives, and 
conſider of their ranſoms and liberties according to his pleaſure, 
ſee he is coming forth with the Vizer Baſ/a; 


Exter Carlos ayvd Guzman as Turks with followers. 


Moſt mighty Emperour, behold your Captive. 

Fran. Is this the Great (phos 

i 14.| Peace. 

Fran. Bleſs me ! as we at home deſcribe him, I thought the 
Great Thrk-had been twice as big, but, I ſhall find him Tyrant 
big enough, I'll warrant him. 

_  Gnz,, Of what Nation art thou, Slave, ſpeak to the Emperour 
he underſtands thee, though he deign not to. hold diſcourſe. to 
Chriſtians, Dogs. 

Fran. Oh fearful! Spain ſo pleaſe you, Sir. 

Guz. By Mahomet, he'll make a reverend Eunuch. 

Fran. An Eunuch, -— oh, Lord ! 


1Tzx. Ay, Sir, to guard his Miſtreſles, tis an honour. 
Fran, ON Mercy, -- 


Sir, that honour you may ſpare, 


Age 
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Age has done my buſineſs as well already. 

Guz, Fellow, what art ? 

Fran. An't pleaſe your worſhip, I cannot tell. 

Guz. How, not tell ? 

Fran. An't pleaſe your Lordſhip, my Fears have ſo trans- | 
form'd me, I cannot tell whether I'm any thing or nothing. 
GUZ. Thy Name, Dull mortall, know'{t thou not that ? 

Fran. Ant pleaſe your Grace, now I remember me, methinks 
I doe. 

GuZ. Dog , how art thou Calld ? 

Fran, Ant. like your Excellence, men Call'd me Scignior 
Don Franciſco but now they will call me Coxcomb. 

Guz, Of what Trade ? 

Fran. An't pleaſe your Highneſs, a Gentleman. 

GUZ. "x5 much doſt thou get a day by that Trade ? 
Hah 

Fran. An't like your Majeſty, our Gentlemen never get 
but twice 1n all their Lives ; that is, when Fathers dy, they 
get good Eſtates 3 and when they Marry, they get rich Wives 
but I know what your Mightyneſs wou'd get by going into 
my Country and asking the Queſtion. 

Guz. What, Fool ? 

Fran. A good Cudgelling, an't pleaſe your Illuſtriouſneſs. 

Guz, Slave! To my Face! Take him away and let 
him have the Strapado. 

Car. Baridama, Dermack. 

Fran, Heav'ns, what ſayes he? 

x 1z. He means to have you caſtriated. 

' Fran, Caſtriated ! Oh that's ſome dreadfull thing I'll warrant, 
— —|Gracious Great Turk, for Mahomet's ſake, excuſe me ; a- 
las, I've loſt my wits. 

Car. Galero Gardines ? 

Guz.. The Emperor asks it thou art Married, Fellow. 

Fran. Hah —— Married —-I was an't like your Monſterouſach, 
but, I doubt, your people have ſpoyI'd my Property.” 

Guz. His Wife, with other Ladies, in a Pavillion in the 
Garden, attend your Royal! pleafure. 

Car. Go, fetch her hither preſently.— [Ex. Guzman. 

1 1x. This i 1s no common honour, that the Great Turk degns 
to ſpeak your Language 3; tis a ſign youll riſe. o | 

| ran. 


= 
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Fran, Yes, by the height of a pair of Horns. 

Car. Is ſhe hanſom ? 

Fran, Oh , what an Ague ſhakes. my heart , —hanſom , a- 
las, no, dread Sir 3 what ſhou'd ſuch a deform'd Poulcat as I do 
with a hanſom Wife ? 


. Car. Is ſhe-young ? | | | | 
Fran, Young, —what ſhoud ſuch an old doting Coxcomb 


as I do with a young-Witfe Pox on him for a Heathen 
Whoremaſter. 
Car. Old is ſhe then? | 
| Fran. Ay, very old, -an't pleaſe your 'Glorionſneſs. 
Car. Is ſhe not Capable of Love ? 
Fran. Hum, — ſo {o,—like fire* conceald in a Tinder-box, 
—[I ſhall run Mad. | | 


- | Car. | Is ſhe witty ? 


Fran, I'm no Competent Judge, an't like your Holynefs, - 
this Catechiſm was certainly of the Devil's own making. [ Aſc. 


Exter Guzman, bringing in Julia, Clara, Iſabella, 
| Jacinta, Guilion, Antonio : eX*c. 
x Women vail'd. 
Car. Theſe, Sir, are all the Slaves of Note are taken. 
1a. Doſt think, Facinta, hell chuſe me? 
Fac. I'll warrant you, Madam, 1ft he look with my Eyes: 
Guz, Stand forth | [lo the men. 
Gil, Stand forth, Sir, why, ſo I can, Sir: T dare ſhow 
my Face, Sir, before any Great Turk in Chriſtiandom. 
Car.) What are you, Sir ? $f 
Gil. What am I, Sir? Why, Im a Lord, a Lord. 
Fray. Are you mad to. own your quality, he'll ask- the 
Devil 'andall of a ranſom. 
.Guil, No matter for that, 11] not loſe an Inch of my Qual- 
ity for a King's Ranſom, diſgrace my ſelf 'before my fair 


Miſtreſs. - 


1/2. That's as the Great Turk and I ſhall agree. { Scornfull. 

Car., What are you, Sir ? 
Antg. A Citizen of Cadez. 
Car, Set 'em by, we'll Conſider of their Ranſoms now 
unvaile the Ladies. [Guzman wvails Jacinta, 
. Fran, Oh, dear Wife, now or never ſhow thy Love, make a 
Damnable | 
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Damnable face upon the filthy Raviſher ,—glout thy Eyes 
thus—and thruſt out thy upper lip,thus—[ Guzman preſents Jacinta. 

Guil. Oh, dear [jabe/a, do thee look like a Dog too. 

1/7z No, Sir, |I'm reſfolv'd I'll not looſe an Inch of my Beau- 
ty , to ſave ſo trifling a thing as a Maiden: head. 

Car. Very agreeable, pretty and Chearfull— She is Veild and 
a moſt divine Bud of Beauty —— all natures Ser 2 FA» _ 
Excellence—drawn to the life in Little, 

—— What are you, fair one? | 

Cla. Sir, I'm a Maid. 

Fran. So, 1 hopey he will pitch upon her. 

Cla. Onely, by frombie, Sir, I've given my fclf away. 

Car. What happy man cou'd claim a title in thee, 

And truſt thee to ſuch danger ? 

17a. Heav'ns,. ſhall I be defeated by this little Creature ! 
What pity 'twas he ſaw not me firſt? © | 

C12 1 dare not name him, Sir, leaſt this ſmall Beauty which 
you ſay adornes me, {houw'd gain him your diſpleaſure ; he's 
in your Preſence, Sir, and 1s your ſlave. | 

Car. Such innocence this plain Confeſſion. ſhows, Name me 
the man, and I'll reſign thee back to him. 

Fran.. A Pox of his Civility.* 

Anto. This mercy makes me bold to claim my right. [ Kzeels. 

Car, Take her, Young man, and with it both your Ranſoms. 

Gil, Hum — hum — very noble Tfaith, we'll &en confeſs 
our loves too, 1ſabel/a. 

Ia. Slife he'l ſpoil all, 
ſcrv'd before you. 

Gril. How ! Is the Honour of my Love deſpiſed ?2—wer't 
not 1'th preſence of the Great Turk, for whom I have a re- 
verence becauſe. he's a man of quality by Jove I'd draw 
upon you. ZW | | | 
1/a. Becauſe you\ were my Lover once, Ta unveils her , 


hold —pray let your betters be | 


| When I am Queen Tl Pardon you ; 5" — On 
Car. What Akward—fond— Concetted | (A4#ioms of Civility. 

Thing art thou ? Veile her and take the Taudry Creature hence. 
Gail. —— Majeſty's humble ſervant — To 1 his 
Fran. How ! refuſe my Daughter too; I ſee Math, POOR 


the Lot of a Cuckold will fall to my ſhare. 


H | | | | OS. 
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Cuz. This is the Wife, Great Sir, of this old Slave. 
[ Onnveiles Julia. 
Car: Hah! ! what do I ſee, by Mahomer, ſhe's fair. 
Fran, So, ſo, ſhe's condemn d, oh, damn'd Mahometan Cani- 
bal! will nothing but raw fleſh ſerve his turn ? 
* +» __ Car. |PIl ſee no more, —— —here [ have fix'd my heart. 
-Þ Fray, Oh, Monſter 'of a Grand Sienior | 
Gn, Have you a mind to be flead, Sir ? 
Car. Receive my Handkerchief. — | Throws itto her. 
Fran. His Handkerchief; bleſs me, what does he mean ? 
Guz. To doe her the honour to lie with her to night. ——— 
Fra.'Oh, hold, moſt mighty Turk. [ Kneeling. 
Guz, Slave, dareſt thou interrupt 'em, —— dye, Doy. 
Fran, Hold, hold, I'm filent. 
C |, I Love you fair one, and deſign to make you 
Fran, A moſt notorious Strumper, a Pox of his courteſie. 
« Car, — What Eyes you have like Heaven-blew and 
charming, a pretty Mouth, Neck, round and white as pohliſht A- 


labaſter, and a complexion, beauteous as an Angel, a hair | 
tit to make Bonds to inſnare the God of Love, a ſprightly 
Air, —— a hand like Lillies white, and Lips, no Roſes open- 


ing ina Morning are halt ſo ſweet and ſoft. 
Fran. Oh, damn'd circumciſed Turk. 
Car. You ſhall be call'd the bautifall Sultana, 
And rule in my Seraglio dreſt with jewels. 

Fray. . Sure I ſhall burſt with vengeance. 

Fl. Sir, let your Vertue regulate your paſſions ; 
For I canner love any but my husband. 

Fran. Ah, diſcmbling Witch! _ 

ul. —And wou'd not break my marriage Vows to him, 
far all the honour you can heap upon me. 

Fran, Say, and hold; but, Sztana and pretious. Stones, are 
damnable temptations, _—befſides, the Rogue's young and han- 
ſome, What a ſcornfull look ſhe caſts at nth wou'd they 
1 1-8 Were both hanſomly at the Devi! together. 

_- * Gnxz, Dog,--do you mutter ? | 
| Fran. Oh. nothing, nothing, but the Palſey ſhook my Lips 
a little, 

Guz. Slave, go, and, on your knees, reſign your Wife. | 

Fran. She's of years of ailcretion, ———and may diſpoſe of her 
ſelt; 
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ſelf; but I can hold no longer, and, 1s this your Maho- 
metan Conſcience, to take other mens Wives, as if there were 
not fingle Harlots enough in the world ? [ [nz rage. 

Guz. Peace, thou diminutive Chriſtian. 

Fran. [ ſay, peace, thou over-grown Tzrk. 

Guz. Thou Spaniſh Cur. 

Fran. Why, you're a Mahometan Bitch, and you go to that. 

Guz, Death, I'll difle& the bald pated Slave. 

Fran, 1 defie thee, thou foul filthy Cabbage head, for I am 
mad, and will be valiant. [ Guz. throws his Turbant at hin. 

Car. What Inſolence is this? — Mutes—(ſtrangle him. 

[ They put a Bow ſtring about his neck. 

Jul. Mercy, dread Sir, | beg my Husband's life. 

Car. No more, ———this fair one bids you live, hence 
forth, F ranciſeo, I pronounce you a Widower, and ſhall regard 
you, for the time to come, as the deceaſed Husband of the 
Great Sultana, murmer not upon pain of being made an Eunuch 
——take him away 

ul. Go, and be ſatisfied, I'll die before I'll yield. 

Frar. Is this my going to Sea? the Plague of loſing Bat- 
tels light on thee. | 
When ill ſucceſs ſhall make thee 1dle lie, 

Mayſt thou 1n bed be impotent as I. 

Car. Command our Slaves to give us ſome diverſion ; 

Diſmiſs his Chains, and uſe him with reſpect, becauſe he was 
the Husband of our beloved Sultarra. 

Fran, I (ee, your Cuckold might have a life good enough 
if he cou'd be contented [ They pull off his Chains. 
{.Carlos ard Julia ix t under an Ombrello. 


The SON G. 


How Sri does my y Paſſi 0n grow, 
Divided equally | twixt two? 
Damon had ne'er ſubdud my Heart, 
Had not Alexis took his part - 

Nor, cou'd Alexis powerfull prove, 


Without my Damon's aid, to gain my Love. 
H 't When 
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When my Alexis preſent is, 
| Then [ for Damon ſigh and mourn ; 
But, when Alexis 1 do miſs, 
Damon gains nothing but my ſcorn - 
And, if it chance they both are by 
For both, alas! I languiſh, ſigh, and die. 


Care ther, thou mighty Winged: God, 

This raging Feaver in my Blood. = 

One golden-pointed Dart take backs; Lp 
But, which, O Cupid, wilt thou take £ 

1f Damon's, all my hopes are croſt - 

Or, that of my Alexis,” I an loſt. 


Exter Dancers, which dance an Antique 


Car. Come, my dear Julia, let's retire to Shades. [Aſide to her. 
Where onely thou and 1 can find an enterance 3 | 
Theſe dull, theſe neceſſary delays of ours 
Have drawn my Love to an impatient height, 

—attend theſe Captives, —at a reſpetfull diſtance. 

| [ Ex. all but Iſa. who ſtaies Guil. 

Gil, What won'd the Great Sultana ? 

1/2. Ah! do not pierce my heart with this unkindneſs. 

Gil.) Ha, ha, ha, — Pages, — give order, I have Letters 
writ to Szv/, to my Merchant, —I will be ranſom'd inſtantly. 

Iſa. Ah, cruel Count! | 

Guil. Meaning me, Lady ; ab, fie! no, I am a Scoundre]; I 
a Count, no, not I, a Dog, a very Chim -—hum,——a ſon of 
a Whore, I, not worthy your notice. | 

1/2. 'Oh, Heavens! muſt I lofe you then ? no, Ill die firſt. 

Gil. Die, die, then, for, your betters muſt be ſerv'd be- 
fore you. _ 
© J/a. Oh! I ſhall rave; falſe and lovely, as you are, did you 

not {wear to marry me, and make me a Vicounteſs. 

Gnil, Ay, that was once when I was a Lover, but, now you 
are a Queen, you're too high ith' mouth for me. 
1a. Ah! name it not; will you be (till hard-hearted ? 

Gail, As a Flint, by Jove. | 
1/a. Haye you forgot your Love? 


| 


Guil. I've a bad memory. 

1/2. And will you let me die? 

G1:#l, I know nothing of the matter. 

1a. Oh, Heavens! and ſhall I be no Vicounteſs? 

Guil. Not, for me, Fair Lady, ” upiter, no, no,—- 
Queen's much better, Death, affront a man of Honour, a 
Vicount that wou'd have took you a his Bed, —after half the 

Town had blown upon you, - ——- without examining. either 

Portion or Honeſty, and wou'd have took you for better for 

worſe Death, I'll uniile houſes, and demoliſh Chimneys, 
4 But 11] be reveng « [Draws, and'is going ont. 

1/z. Ah, hold ! your anger's juſt, I muſt confeſs, yet pardon 
the frailty of my Sexes vanity 3 behold my tears, that ſue for pt- 


ty to you. [She weeps, he fands looking on. her. 
Gil. - My Rage diſlolves. 
1/a. 1 ask but death or pity. [He weeps. 


- Gail. —I cannot hold, —but, it I ſhoud forgive, and marry 


you, you wou'd be oadding after honour {till, longing to be 


a ſhe Great Tark again. — _ 
1/a. Break not my heart with ſuch ſlpicions of me. 
Gail, And, is it pure and tender Love for my Perſon, 
And not for my glorious Titles ? 
1/2. Name not your Titles, 'tis your ſelf I love, 
Your amiable, ſweet and charming ſelf, 
' And, I coud almoſt with you were not great, 
To Jet you ſee my Love. | 
Gul, 1am confirmid---- 
'Tis no reſpe& of Honour makes her weep 3 
Her Love's the ſame ſhou'd I crie------ Chimney Sweep. 
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ACT\V. 
SCENE I. A Garden. 


Exter Franciſco aloze. 


Fran. TOW aml afraid-to walk in this Garden, leſt I ſhou'd 

'N\ ſpie my own natural Wife lying with the Great Turk 
in Freſco upon ſome of theſe fine flowry Banks, and learning how 
to make Cuckolds in Tirkey. 


Enter Guzman and Jacinta. 


Guz, Nay, dcar Facinta, caſt an eye of pity on me. 
- ——- What, deny the V7zer Baſ/a. | 
| Fac. When you are honeſt Gyzmar again, '1'll tell you a piece 
of my mind. 

Guz, But, appreranty will not be ſo kind to Guzman, as to 
the Grand Bafſa; therefore, dear Rogue, let's retire into theſe 
kind ſhades, or, if fooliſh'Vertue be ſo ſqueamiſh, and needleſs 
Reputation fo nice, that Mr. Vzcar muſt ſay Azer.to the bargain, 
there is an old louſey” Fryer, belonging to this Y7/a, that will 
give usa caſt of his office,for I am a little impatient about this buſt- 

| -nefs, Greatneſs, having infusd a certain itch in my blood, which. 
I felt not, whilſt a common man. | 

Fran, Um,Why, what have we here, pert Mrs. Jacinta, and the 
 Baſja? I hope the Jade will be Turkey fied with a vengeance, 
and have Circumciſion in abundance; and the Devil ſhall ran- 
ſom her for old Franciſco. | | 
Jac, Hah, the old Gentleman. 

Eran, What? the Frolick 1s to go round, I ſee, you women 
have a happy time on't. 

 Guz. Men: that have kind Wives may be as happy 3, youll 
have the honour of being made a Cuckold, Heaven be prais'd. 

Fran. Ay, Sir, I thank ye, ——pray under the Roſe, how 
does my White pleaſe his Grace the Great Turk ? 

_ Gs, Murmuting again, thou Slave. 


 » 
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Fran. Who, I? O Lord, Sir! no, not I, why, what hurt is 
there in being a Cuckold ? 

Guz. Hurt, Sirrah, you ſhall be ſwing'd into a belief, . that it 
is an honour for the Great Turk to borrow your wife. Is 
Fran. But, for the Lender to pay Uſe-money, is ſomewhat 

ſevere ;.—bur, ſee, he comes, —bleſs me, - how grim he looks! 


Enter Carlos. 


Car. Come hither, Slave, —why was it that I gave you Life? 
dismiſt the fetters from your aged limbs ? 

Fran, For love of my Wife, and't pleaſe your Barbarouſncſs. 

Car. —Gave you free leave to range the Palace round, ex- 
cepting my apartment onely : ? 

Fran, Still, for my Wives fake, I fay, and't like your Hide- 
ouſnelſs. | 

Car. And yet, this Wife, this moſt ungratefull Wite of yours 
again woud put your chains on, expoſe your lite to dangers 
and new torments' by a too ſtubborn vertue, ſhe does refuſe my 
courtſhip, and fooliſh is chaſt. 

Fran. Alas! what pity's that ? 

Car. .I offer d much, lov'd much, but'all in vain ; 

Husband, and Honour, ſtill, was the reply. 

Fran, Good lack! that ſhe ſhou'd have no more Grace be- 
; fore her eyes. 

Car. But, Slave, behold theſe Mutes; that fatal inſtrument 
of death behold too, and 1n 'em read thy doom, if this coy Wife 
of yours be not made flexible to my addreſles. 

Fran. Oh, Heavens ! I make her. 

Car. No more, thy Fate is fixd — and, here attend, till he 
himſelf deliver his willing Wite into my arms : Baa, attend and 


Iz 


ſee it, ſee it be performd — [To his Mutes, ther to Guz: 
[Ex. Car. 

Guz, Go, one of you, and fetch the fair (lave hither. 
[ Ex. Turk. 


Fran. 1 Pimp for my own Wite, I hold the dore to my-own 
Fleſh and Blood, O monſirum horrendue / 

Guz, Nay, doet, and doe't hanſomly too, not with a ſnivel- 
ling countenance. as 1f you were compell'd' to't z —but, with 
the face of "Eee and the awtull command of a Husband— 


or—thou dyeſt-— — 


Exter 
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Enter Turk and Julia. . 


Fran. My dear Julia, you are a Fool, my Love.--——« 

Jul. For what, dear Husband ? 

Fray. I ſay, a filly Fool, to refuſe the love of ſo Great a.Tyrh ; 
why, what a Pox makes you ſo coy ? | [drngrily, 

Ful. How ! this from you, Franciſco. \ 

Fray, —Now does my heart begin to fail me ;—and yet, ] 
ſhall neer indbre ſtrangling neither ;—why, am not I your Lord 
and Maſter, hah ? Wk 

Jul.” Heavens! Husband, what wou'd you have me doe? 

Fran. Have you doe ;-——why, I woud have ye—d'ye ſee, 

— twill not out 3 —why, I woud have ye—lie with the Sy/- 

far, huſwife; I wonder how, the Devil, you have the face to 
refuſe him, ſo hanſom--ſo young a Lover; come, come, let me 
hear no more of your coynels, Miſtreſs, for, it I do—I ſhall 
be hang'd ; - [Afede, 
The Great Turk's a moſt worthy Gentleman, and therefore | adviſe 
you to doe as he adviſes youz and the Devil take ye both.— [ 4ſde, 

Jul. This from my Husband, old Franciſco! he adviſe me to 
part with my dear Honour ! 

Fran. Rather than part with his dear Life, I thank ye _— 


A | | [Aſede. 
Fl. Have you confider'd the Vertue of a Wife ? 
Fran. No,but I have confider'd the neck of a Husband. [A4fde, 
'Jul.—Which Vertue, before I'll loſe, Ill die a thouſand deaths. 
Fran. So will not I, one; a Pox of her Vertue,—theſe wo- 
men are always vertuous in the wrong place. [Alzde. 
—1 fay, you ſhall be kind to the ſweet Sultar. E 
| Fal. And rob my Husband of his right ! 
Fran. Shaw, exchange is no robbery. 
| Fal. And forſake my Vertue, and make none Dear a Cuckold. 
Fran. Shaw, moſt of the Heroes of the world were o ; 
go prethee Hony go--do me the favour to Cuckold me a little, 
if not for Love, for Charity. — 
al. Are you in earneſt 2 — 
Fran. 1 am. 
741. And, wou'd it not dipleaſe you? | 
Fran. Ifay, no;——hadit been Aquinivs his Caſe, to have ſav'd 
the pinching of his Gullet he wou'd have been a Cuckold— [ Aſde. 
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Ful. Fear has made you mad, or you're bewitcht ; 
and I'll leave you to recover your Wits again. [Going out. 

Fran. Oh, Giacious Wite, leave me not in « K-»eels to her 
deſpairz I amnot mad, no, nor no more bewitcht 2 4-d holds her. 
| than I have been theſe forty years; "us you're bewitcht to refuſe 
ſo hanſfom—ſo young, and ſo—a Pox on him, ſhe'll neer rec- 
liſh me again, after him. [ Afede. 

Ful. Since you've loſt your. honour with your wits, I'll try 
what mine will doe. 


Exter Carlos. Tuiks. 


Fran. Oh! Iamloſt, I'm loſt 
mighty Sir, I've brought her finely tot ; do not wake me 
loſe my credit with his Myhometan Grace, my wite has a 
monſtrous affection for your Honour, but, ſhe's ſomething baſhtull ; 
but, when alone your Magnanimiouinets will find her a ſwinger. 

Car. —— Fair Creatwe—-- | 

7al. Do you believe my Husband, Sir, he's mad. 

Car. Dog. [Offers to kall bim. 

Fran, Hold mighty Emperor ; as I hope to be lav'd 'tis but a 
copy of her countenance— inhumane Wife — lead her to your 
apartment Sir z— —barbarous honeſt woman,---to your chamber, 
Sir,—wou'd I had martiied thee an errand Strumpet ; yay, to your 
Royal bed, Sir, I'll warrant you ſhe gives you taunt for taunt : 
try her, Sir, try her. _- [ Puts 'em out. 

Fac. Hark you, Sir, are you poſleſt, or, 1s it real reformati- 
onin you? what movd this kind fit? 

Fran, Fen Love to ſweet Lifez and, I ſhall think my ſelf 
ever oblieged, to my dear Wife, for this kind Reprieve z had 
| ſhe been cruel—l had been (trapgled or hung in the Air like our 
Prophets Tomb. 


dear Wife, moſt 


Enter firft Turk. 


I Tz. Sir, boaſt the honour of the news I bring you. 
Fran. Oh, my head ! how my brows twinge! 
1 Ty. The mighty $#/tar, to doe you honour, has ſet your 
Daughter and her Lover free, ranſomleſs ; —and, this day, 
gives 'em liberty to ſolemnize the Nuprials in the Court 3 — 


but, Chriſtian Cerimonies muſt be private ; but you're to Le 
admitted, and, I] conduct you to 'em. FN 


Fran. 
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Fran. Some comfort, I ſhall be Father to a Vicount, and for 
the reſt—Patience EV 
All Nations Cuckolds breed, but I deny 
They had ſuch need of Cuckolding as I. | 

[ Goes out with the Turk, 


Enter Antonio, and Clara to Jacinta. 


Jac. Madam, the rareſt ſport ——-Ha ha ha. | 
Anto. You need not tell us, we have been witncſs to all, 

But to our own affairs, my deareſt Clara. 

Let us not loſe this bleſſed opportunity, 

[- Which Art nor Induſtry can give again if this be 1dly loſt. 

| / ' Cla. Nay, hang me if it be Arton70, Charge it to the Num- 

| - ber of your own fins; it ſhall not ly at my door. 

Ante. 'Tis generouſly ſaid, and take notice, my -little dear 
Nirago, Guzman has a Prieſt ready to tye you to your word. 
 Cla. As faſt ns you pleaſe ; hang her that tears the Conjur- 

_ Ing knot for me: . But what will our Fathers ſay, —mine, 
who Expects me to be the Governor's Lady ; and yours, who 
deſigns 1/abe/a for a Daughter-in-law ? 

Arto. Mine will be glad of the Change, and, for yours, if 

| he be not pleasd, let him keep his Portion to himſelf-—that's 
the greateſt miſcheife he can do us: and for my friend, the Go- 
vernour, he's above their angez. | 

Cla. Why do we loſe precious time ; I long to be at, —— 
I Clara, take thee Antonio,—the very ceremony will be tedi- 
ous, fo much I wiſh thee mine 3 and each delay gives me a fear 
ſomething will ſnatch me from thee, 1 

Anto. :No power of man can dot, thou art ſo Guarded ; but 
now the ' Prieſt is employd in Clapping up the honourable 
marrige between the Falſe Count and I/abela. | 

Jac. Lord, what a jeſt 'twill-be to ſee 'em Coupled, ha, ha. 

_ Cha. Unmercyfull Artonio, to drive the jeſt ſo far ; 'tis too 
unconſcionable |! < 

©  HAnto. By Heav'n, I'm fo proud I cannot think my Revenge 

| : a ſufficient for affronts, nor does her Birth, her Breeding and her 
£3 Vanity — deſerve a better Fortune; beſides, —he has enough 

to ſet up for a Modern Spark—the Fool has juſt wit and good- 

manners ſufficient to paſsfor a Fop of faſhion 5 and, where he 1s not 

known, will gain the Reputation of a fine accompliſht Gentle- 
| man 
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man, —yet I'm reſolv'd ſhe ſhall ſee him in his geers, in his 
original FilthineG, that my Revenge may be home upon the 
fooliſh G1lt. 

Cle. Cruel Antonio, —come let's go give 'em joy. 

Anto,, And finiſh our affair with Mr Vicar. 


Enter Tabella, her train born by the great Page; 
Guiliom, with the other great Page, 
and F ranciſco, bare, 


i to my Noble Lord, and you, fair Iabells! 

1/2. Thank thee, Fellow, —but, ſurely, I deferv'd my Titles 
from thee. 

Cla. Your Honour, I hope, will Pardon him. 

1a. How now Clara [ Nodding to her. 

Jac., I give your Honour joy. | 

1a. Thank thee, poor Creature. 
__ Fran, My Lord '—this Honour you have done my Daughter 

1s fo ſignal], that whereas, [ deſign'd her but Five. Thouſand 
- pound, I will \ this happy day ſettle on :her: ten|———- 
Guil. Damn dirty traſh your Beauty 18 ſufficient—bum— 
- geigmior Don Antonio, get the Writings __ [ 4ſrde. 
—  Money——hang money. 

Fran. How generous theſe Lords are; nay, my Lord, you 
muſt not refuſe a Fathers love if | may preſume to call 
you ſon [ ſhall find enough beſides for my Rantom,' if the 
Tyrant be ſo unmercytull to ask more than my Wite payes him. * 

Gril. Nay, if you---will force it upon me. _ 

' 1a. Ay, take- 1t, the trifling ſome will ſerve to buy our 
Honour Pins. 

Anto. Well, Sir, ſince you will force it on hen, my Cafhier 
| ſhall draw the Writings. 

Guil. And have 'em {ign'd by a publick Notary,— [ Afede. 

Fran, With all my Soul, Sir, Fll go give him order, and 
ſubſcribe. FE." ranciſco. 

Gail. Let him make 'em ſtrong and ſure: you {hall go 
halves. + [ Aſede. 

Arnto. No, you will deſerve it dearely, who have the Plague 
of ſuch a Wife with it ;—— —but harkye, Court theſe 
goods of Fortune are not to be afforded you, without conditions. 

Gail. Shaw, conditions, any conditions, Noble Artorri0. 

I 2 Anto. 


>. 
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Anto You muſt difrobe anon, and do'n your Native habilia- 
ments——— —and in the Equipage give that fair Vicounteſs to 
underſtand the true quality of her Husband. 

Gail. Hum —-I'm atraid, 'tis a harder task to leap from a Lord 
to a Rogue, then tis from a Rogue to a Lord. 

Anto. Not at all, we have Examples of both dayly. 

Gail, Well, Sir, VII ſhow you my agility —but, Sir ,—: 
I defire——T may Conſummate, d'ye ſee , —Conſummate , © 
a little like Lord, to make the marriage ſure. 

Anto. You have the Freedom to doe ſo —the Writings 1I'1! 
provide. | | 

| Guil. Tl about it then, the Prieſt waites within for you, and 
Guzman for you Jacinta, —haſte, for he is to arrive anon Am- 
baſlador from Cades. 7 

Fac. I know not, this noiſe of Weddings has ſet me a gog, and 
Ill cen in, and try what 'tis. [Ex. Antonio, Clara, ad Jacinta. 

Gait. 'Come, Madam, your Honour and I have ſomethin 
elſe to doe -before I have fully dub'd you a Vicounteſs. 

1a. Ah Heav'ins, my Lord, what's that 2? | 

Gail. Why, a Certain Ceremony, which muſt be perform'd 
between a pair of Sheets, —but we'll let 1t a lone til] Night. 

Ia. Till night, no; whate'er it be, I wou'd not be with- 
out an Inch of that Ceremony , that may Compleat my Ho- 
nour, for the World; no for Heav'ns fake let's retire, and 
Dub me preſently. 

Gail. Time enough, time enough. 

Ia. You love me not ; that can deny me this. 

Guil. Love—=no—we are Married now, and people of our 
Quality never love after Marriage 'tis not great. 

Iz. Nay, ler's retire, and Compleat my Quality, .and you will 
find me Wife a of the Mode I'll warrant you. 

Gil. For once you have prevaild. 


Exter Franciſco. 


Roar. Whither away. 
1. Onely to Conſummate a little, pray keep your diſtance. 
Tala [ She pulls of his hat. , 


. 


Fra, Conſummate. 
1/a. Ay, Sir, that is to make me an abſolute Vicountels — 
we cannot ſtay———farewell { Guilion, Leads - out. 
£' ran. 


-— -—— ——_C_ 
L 


A New Way to play an Old Game. 6u 
Frar. Hum —— this Turkey Air has a notable Fang , where 
the women are all plaguie kind, - 


Exter Carlos, and Julia. 


Car. By Heav'n\each Moment makes me more your ſlave 

Fran. The buſineſs 1s done. 

Jul. My husband. [ Aſele. 

Car -—And all this conſtant love to old Franciſco, has but 
ingag'd me more. 

Fran. Ha, Love to me ? [ Aſtde. 

Jul, Sir, if this vertue, be but reall in you, how happy 1 
ſhou'd be ; but you'll relaps again and Tempt my vertue 
which if you doe 


Fran. Til warrant ſhe wou'd kill her ſelf [Aſide 
Jal."--I ſhou'd be ſure to yield [In a ſoft tone to him. 


Car. No, thou haſt made an abſolute Conqueſt o'er me —and 
if that Beauty tempt me every hour, I ſhall be ſtill the lame 


 ] was the laſt. 


Fran. Pray Heav'n he be John. 
Enter 1 Turk. ” 


1 Twrk, Moſt Mighty Emperor, a Meſſenger from Cadesz. 
has Letters for your Highneſs. 
Car. Conduct him in ; 1n this retreat of ours we uſe no State. 


"4 


Exter Guzman, as himſelf, gives Carlos Letters. 


Gaz. Don Carlos, Governour of Cadez greets your High- 
neſs. 

Car. reads] High and Mighty, 

, For ſever Chriſtian Slives, Tabs lately by a Gally of yours, 

' we offer you twice the Number of Mahometans _ from you 

by us,—if this ſuffice not ,—propoſe your Ranſoms, 'and 

they ſhall be paid by 
Dox Carlos Governour of Cadez. 
—Know you this Carlos offers fo fair for you? 

Fran, Moſt Potent Lord, I do, and wonder at the Co nple- 
ment; and yet I am not jealous I have ſo over a&'d 
the Compleſant Husband, that I ſhall | never fall into the other 
Extreme again. 

Car. Go, let the Chriſtian Governour underſtand his Requeſt 
is granted. | T3 Cuz 
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Gunz. The ſlaves are- ready, Sir, and a Gally to carry off 
the Chriſtians, | ns 

Juk, How ſhall we make this: Governour amends? _ 
| Fran. 1 do even Weep for joy ; alas, I muſt leave it to 
thee Love! = ; | 
' Jul. To me, Sir, do you mock me ? | 

Fran, Mock thee, no; I know thy vertue, and will no 
more be jealous, beleive me Chickin I was an old Fool. 

Car. Your Wife is Chaſte ſhe overcame my unruly 
paſſion with her Prayers and Teats. 


Enter Iſabella, at one door; Clara, Antonio, Jacinta, 
at another ; Iabellas Train 
carrid up. 


Fran. Rare News, — we are all free and ranſom'd ! All's, 
well and the man has his Mare again. 

1/2, You ſtill forget your Duty and your diſtance. 

Fran. A Pox of your troubleſom Honour ; a man can't be 
overjoy d in quiet fort. | x 


Enter Baltazer, 'and Sebaſtian. 


Seb. Sure I am not Miſtaken, thidis the Houſe of my Son Antonio. 

Bal. Let it be whoſe houſe 'twill 3 I think the Devil's 
broke looſe in't. D 

Seb._—Or the Tarks ; for I have yet met with neer a Chriſ- 
tian thing in't. E” 

Fran Hah ,—Do I dream, or is that my Father-in-law, and 


Seignior Sebaſtian £ 


Anto. My Father | here — | 
Car. Baltazer — [ Aſrde, 
Bal. Son, Franciſco, why do you gaze on me ſo? * 
Fran, Bleſs me, Sir, are you taken by the great Turk too ? 
Bal. Taken,-—Great Turk, — what do you mean | 
| Fran, Mean, Sir; why, how.the Devil came you into Turkey # 
Bal. Sure Jealouſie has Crackt his Brains. 
Fran, Crack me no Cracks, .good Father mine 3——am not 
Ia Slave in 17z#key? and is not this the Grand Seigniors Palace ? 
Car. $0, —all will come out, there's no-prevention. [ Aſide. 
Seb. Some that are wiſer anſwer us: You Son, are you 


. infefted too ?—was not yeſterday to abeen your Wedding day ? 


Anto, 


of 
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Anto, To day has done as well, Sir, I have onely changd 
I/abel/a for Clara. | 

Seb, How, Franciſco, have you juggled with me ? 

Fran. My Daughters a Lady, Sir. 

Bal. And you Miſtreſs 3 you have Marry'd Artono, and let 
the Governour. | 

Ca. I thought him the fitter Match, Sir, and hope your Pardon. 

Jal. We cannot ſcape. 

Fran. But how came you hither, Gentlemen, and how durſt 
you 'venture ? _ EF E 

Seb. Whither, Sir, to my own Son's houſe 3 is there ſuch 
danger in coming a mile or two out of Cadez * | 

Fran, Is the Devil in you, or me, or. both? Am not Iin. 
the Poſleſſion of Turks and Infidel; ? | 

Bal. No, Sir; ſafe in A:tonjo Villa; within a League of Cadesz. 

Fran. Why, what a Pox, is not this the Great Tzrk himſelf ? 

Bal, This, Sir 3 —cry mercy, my Lord — 'tis Don Carlos, Sir, 
the Governor. | io 

Fran. The Governor z_the worſt Great Turk of all ; ſo, I am 
cozen'd, — molt rajely 6 > ag why, what a horrid Plot's here 
carryed on, to bring in Heretical Cuckoldom ? : 

Car. Well,Sir,fince you have found it out, I'll own my Paſſion. 

Jul. Well, it I have been kind you forc't me tot, nay Begd 
on your knees, to give my felt away. 

Fran, Guilty , guilty ! I confeſs, —but 'twas to the Great 
Turk , Miſtreſs, not Don Carlos. 

Jul. And was the fin the greater ? 

Fran. No, but the Honour was leſs. 

Bal. Oh, horrid ! What, intreat his Wife to be a Whore? 

Car. Sir, your miſtaken, ſhe was my Wite in {gat of Heav'n 
before; and I but Seiz'd my own... 

Fran. Oh, —Sir, ſhe's at your Service (till. | 

Car. I thank you, Sir, and take her as my own. 

Bal. Hold, my Honour's concern'd. 

Fran, Not at all, Father mine, ſhe's my Wife, my Lumber 
now, and, I hope, I may diſpoſe of my Goods and Chattels : 
—— if he takes her we are upon equal terms, for he makes - 
himſelf my Cuckold , as he has already made me his ;—for, 
if my memory fail me not, we did once upon a time con- 


ſummate, as my Daughter has 1t. 
: | | Enter 
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Exter Guilion i: his own dreſs, crying C hinmey- 
| Sweep. 


_ Guil, Chimney-ſweep, —- OY your leave, Gentlemen. 
Anto. Whither away, Sirrah ? 
Guil. What's that to you, Sir ?- 
Anto. Not to me, Sirrah ;-— who wou'd you ſpeak with ? 
Guil. What's that to you, Sir? why, what a Pox may not a 

man ſpeak with his own Lady and Wite ? 
_ Cla. Heavens! his Wife! tolook for his Wife _—_y Perſons 
of Quality ! 

Car. Kick out the Raſcal]. 

Guz/. As ſoon as you pleaſe, my Lord ; but, let me take my 
Wife along with me. r Takes Ifa. by _ band. 

17. Faugh! what means the Devil? 

* Gual. Devil; —'twas not long ſince you found me a hu- 
mane creature, within there. — 

Ia. Villain, Dog; help me to. tear his eyes out. 

Gil. W hat, thoſe eyes, thoſe lovely eyes, that wounded you 
ſo deeply ? 

Fran. What's the meaning of all this > ——.why, what, am I 
cozen'd ? and is tny Daughter cozen 'd ? 

' Gail. Cozen'd! why? I'ma man, Sir. ——— 

Fran. The Devil you are, Sir, how ſhall I know that ? 

' Gil. Your Daughter does, Sir; and, that's all one. 

- Ia. Oh! Im undone; am I no Vicountels then ? 

Gil. 'Hang Titles; 'twasmy ſelf youlov'd, my amiable ſweet 
and charming'\fclf: in fine, ſweet heart, Iam your Husband; no Vi- 
count, but honeſt Guilion the Chimney {weeper.-—TI heard your 
Father defi ignd to marry you to a Tradesman, and you were 
for a Don; ard to pleaſe you both, you ſee how well I have 
manag d matters. . 

Fran. Tl not give her a farthing. 

Guil, No matter, her love's worth a million; and, that's ſo 
great, that I'm ſure ſhe'll be content to carry my. Soot-basket 
aftier me. 

Ia. Ah! L996, I dye. 

Gail. What, and I ſo kind? | Goes and kiſſes ber, 

17a. Help 3 murther, murther | Land blacks her face. 


CGmil. 


Guil, Well, Gentlemen, I am ſomething a better fortune 
| than you believe me, hy ſome thouſands. [ Shows Car. his writings. 
_ Car. Subſtantial and good, faith, Sir, I know not where youll 
-nd a better fortune for your Daughter as caſes ſtand. [To Fran. 

Guil. And, for the Vicount, Sir ; gay, Cloths, Money and 
Confidence will ſet me up for one, in any ground in Chriſtiandom. 

Car. Faith, Sir, he's 1th' right; take him home to $792], your 
neighbours know him not, and he may paſs for what you pleaſe. 
to make him 3 the Fellew's honeſt, witty and hanſo 

Frax. ——- Well, I have conſider'd the matter z—T was but a 
Leather-ſeller my ſelf, and am grown up to a Gentleman; and, 
who knows but he, being a Chimney-ſweeper, may, in time, 
grow upto a Lord; Faith, Il! truſt to Fortune, for once—here 
—— take her, and rid me of one Plague, as you, I thank you, 
Sir, have done of another.---- [To Carlos. 

Gul. Prethee, be pacified, thou ſhalt ſee me within this hour, 
as pretty a fluttering Spark as any's in Town. —my noble Lord, 
———1I give you thanks and joy; for, you are happy too. 

Car. As Love and Beauty can make me.. | 2 

Fran. And I, as no damrn'd Wife, proud Daughter or tor- 
menting Chamber- maid can make me. 

Arto. And I, as Heaven and Clara can. | h 
You baſe born Beauties, whole Il] manner'd Pride, 
T induſtrious noble Citizens deride, 
May you all meet with [/abe/a's Doom. | 

Gail, — And, all ſuch Husbands as the Count Grzliome. 


Y 


EPILOGUE 
Spoken by Mrs. Barry. Made by a 
Perſon of Quality. 


Come not a Petitioner to ſue, 
J This Play the Author has writ down to you 3; 
Tis a ſlight Farce, five days brought forth with eaſe, 
$9 wery fooliſh that it needs muſt pleaſe ; 
For though each day good Judges take offence, | 


Aud Satyr Armes in Comedy's defence, 
Tou are ſtill true to your Jack- Pudding Senſe. 
No Bu ffoonry can miſs your Approbation, 
Tor love it as you do a new French Faſhion - 
Thus in true hate of Senſe, and Wit's deſpight, 
Bantring and Shamwming is your dear delight : 
Thus among all the Follys here abounding, 
; None took like the new Ape-trick of Dumfonunding. 
1f to make People laugh the buſineſs be, þ 


TYou Sparks better Comedians are than we ; .. 
You every day out fool en Nokes and Lee. 
They're forc'd to ſtop and their own Farces quit, 
"1 1 admire the Merry- Andrews of the Pit-; 
| F But if your mirth ſo grate the Critique's ear, 
'f Tour Love will zet more Harlequin appear. 
—Tou everliſting Grievance of the Boxes, 
> | Tou wither d Ruines of flum'd Wine and Poxes 
ot What ſtrange Green- ſickneſs do you hope in Women 
bt Shou'd make 'em love old fools in new point Linnen £ 
of The Race of Life you run off-hand too faſt, . 
84 | Tour frery Mettle is too hot to laſt; 
0 Your Feavers come ſo thick, your claſs ſo plenty, 
Y f | Moſt of you are threeſcore at five and twenty. 
L 


Our town bred [ adyes know you well enough, 
Your courting Women's like your taking Snuff; 


"EPILOGUE. 


Out of meer [dleneſs you keep a pother, 

You've no more need of one than of the other. 
Ladyes — 

Word you be quit of their inſipid noiſe, 

And vain pretending, take a fools advice; 

Of the faux Braves ['ve had ſome little trial, 

There's nothing gives *em credit but denyal - 

As when a Coward will pretend toHuffing. 

Offer to fight, away ſneaks Bully- Ruffin. | 

So when theſe Sparks, whoſe buſineſs is addreſſing, 

In Love-purſuites grow troubleſome and preſſing. 

When they affe& to keep ſtill in your eye, 

When they ſend Griſons every where to ſpye, | 

And full of Coxcomb dreſs and Ogle high ; 

Seem to receive their Charge, and face about, 

['l pawn my life they never ſtand it out. 


